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A Spook Party 


Amy! Jupy! Please hurry out to the gate! I can hear 
Michael’s station wagon turning up from the beach 
road. They'll be here in a minute! Here’s Tig!” Robin 
crowded the big black family cat into her younger 
sister Amy’s arms. “Don’t forget to scoot him across 
the path in front of them when they start up the 
walk!” 

Outside the sprawling Kane home in the little 
village of Pacific Point, California, two pine knots 
blazed atop the iron gateposts. Shadows of the Mon- 
terey pines in the garden lengthened grotesquely in 
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the flickering light, sending out ghostly arms. Back 
of the house all was darkness, a perfect setting for 
the spook party thirteen-year-old Robin Kane and 
her brother Kevin, fourteen, were giving for the four 
school friends who were to help them with plans for 
the annual Fair Day. 

“Come to our house Friday night,” Robin had told 
her best friend Mindy Hunter, Mindy’s older brother 
Michael, and Brenda and Ted Campbell. “Maybe 
one of you can come up with an idea for a real 
money-making show.” 

It was Friday night now, and Robin waited inside 
the gate for her guests to appear. “Wait till big old 
black Tig crosses their path!” she said to her mother 
breathlessly. “Where’s Daddy?” 

“Back on the patio with Kevin, making some kind 
of spooky noises. We’ll see what happens. I think 
your father is better at drawing his comic characters 
Fatso, Danny, and Muggins than he is at sound 
effects. Heavens, what’s that?” 

An unearthly scream had split the air. A black 
shape fled past Robin and her mother to stand spit- 
ting and scolding in the doorway. 
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“Somebody stepped on Tig’s tail!” Robin said in 
disgust. “Why can’t you keep your old tail straight 
up in the air, cat, where it belongs? Now you've gone 
and spoiled the party!” 

“What do you mean ‘spoiled the party’?” Mindy 
giggled as she hurried through the gate and hugged 
Robin. “It’s terrific! I’m simply paralyzed! Listen!” 

Back of the shrubbery, from the patio, Kevin’s 
guitar whined in accompaniment to a lonesome 
lament: 

“Where are you, my pretty one? 
Where have you gone? 
Leaving me lonesome, 

Sad, and forlorn? 
Drowned in the ocean, 
Washed out to sea. 
Darling, my pretty one, 
Come back to me! 

Oh, darling, my pretty one, 
Come back to me!” 

The guests found the path around the house and 
groped their way to the patio. There, strings of Mexi- 
can tin lanterns sent light from guttering candles 
across the water of the swimming pool. On the pool’s 
still surface the white body of a girl seemed to 
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float faceup, her thin arms outstretched on the quiet 
water. 


“Drowned in the ocean, 
Washed out to sea. 
Oh! Oh! Oh! Ohl! 
Darling, my pretty one, 
Come back to me!” 


Sadly, mournfully, Kevin’s voice fell to a whisper. 
He twanged his guitar, and it was over. There was 
silence, and then laughter bubbled up from all sides. 

Sobbing, Amy ran to her mother’s arms, “Is that 
a dead body?” she gasped. “Then why is everybody 
laughing so much?” 

“Because it is funny, Sugar. Look at its face! Your 
old Halloween mask. It’s a trick your daddy and 
Kevin cooked up. A scary one, isn’t it?” Mrs. Kane 
looked around for Amy’s friend Judy Long. “Where 
are you, Judy?” 

Judy loosened her tight grasp on Brenda’s hand. 
“Here I am.” She tried to keep her voice from quiver- 
ing. “I knew it was a joke all the time.” Slightly 
crippled from polio, Judy never wanted special con- 
sideration from anyone. She skied, served as a 
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crew member for Michael on his sloop “Stormalong,” 
and swam skillfully. Right now, though, looking 
down on the floating body, any ten-year-old, however 
brave, had reason to flinch. 

“Let’s get your drowned love out,” Michael said to 
Kevin. “Hang her on a tree to dry out. See what she 
looks like out of the water.” He was still chuckling 
as he raked the limp form from the water and let it 
dangle, its yellow rope curls dripping. “I can’t say 
much for your taste. Can you, girls?” 

It was little wonder Amy and Judy adored 
Michael. He knew how scared they were now. He 
knew, too, that they didn’t want anyone to know it. 
Tall, rusty-haired, freckled, a little shy, so kind, 
Michael watched out for everyone. 

Robin’s eyes were on her mother’s face. It was 
swell of her to be such a good sport, she thought. If 
she thought Daddy and Kevin had gone a little too 
far, no one would guess it. 

“Come with me, Amy and Judy,” Mrs. Kane said. 
“Tl have to have help with the food. We'll let the 
high schoolers do some planning for the Fair. You 
come with us, too, Toby,” she told her husband, “The 
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coals are almost ready for hamburgers. If that was my 
good white dress you put on that spook in the 
pool....” 

“Tt was a keeno stunt, Daddy!” Robin called after 
him. “Really neat!” 

“Tl say!” Kevin added. “Let’s save planning for 
the Fair till we have some hamburgers inside us. 
Come on, let’s everyone sit around the pool. Wasn't 
my lost love something to see? Pity she drowned. 
Those eyes! That tooth!” 

“Something out of Macbeth,” Michael said, laugh- 
ing. “And I don’t mean his wife.” 

“Iknow... one of the witches. Yeah!” Kevin said. 
“Neato, Mike! I guess Dad’s in the doghouse for 
snitching Mom’s dress. We didn’t mean to scare the 
little kids. What I wanted was to get a rise out of 
Robin.” 

“She’s scare-proof! You should know that,” 
Michael said, with a quick smile at Robin. “How else 
would she run down so many crooks? Even if my 
sister is her partner in the detective business, it’s 
Robin every time who runs the criminals to earth. 
Hey, that spook even floored me!” 
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“Me, too,” Robin admitted. “I'm glad I’ve never 
had to work with ghosts on any of my cases. They're 
creepy!” She shuddered involuntarily. 

Kevin snorted, “Ghosts! There aren’t any such 
things. Ha!” 

“You'd better be careful with your ‘ha’s,’ ” Mindy 
advised him. “There are ghosts. Right here in Pacific 
Point.” 

“Do you mean old Glengary Castle down on the 
beach, where that writer Pierre Gardineau and his 
wife lived?” asked Kevin. 

“Mmm-hmm. I have news for you. Daddy’s movie 
company has bought the castle. They're going to 
turn it into a copy of a castle in County Kerry, Ire- 
land. Moira Rafferty will star in the film.” There 
were squeals of excitement from the listeners. 

“Glengary Castle was built by a prospector, 
Stephen Gary, you know, right after he’d struck it 
rich in the gold rush, years and years ago,” Michael 
added. “His tombstone and his wife’s tombstone are 
in the castle yard. Say, did you mean that they are 
the ghosts in Pacific Point, Mindy? Nobody believes 
that yarn anymore.” 
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“Smarter people than you believe it, Michael. They 
say old Mrs. Gary wants to go back to Ireland—that 
she can’t rest in her grave.” 

“What foolish talk!” Kevin said. “Robin, you sure- 
ly don’t swallow that stuff.” 

“All I know is that people have said they’ve seen 
some pretty queer things around those old tombstones 
at night, even when the Gardineaus lived there.” 

“It was fog, probably,” Ted suggested. 

“Maybe so. You know Mrs. Gardineau used to 
wander down around the rocks, It was the lawyer 
handling the Gardineaus’ estate who sold the castle 
to your father, wasn’t it, Michael?” 

“Yes, it was. Maybe someone saw Mrs. Gardineau 
wandering around and thought she was a ghost.” 

“If they did, they must have seen a Chinese ghost, 
too,” Robin said. “I mean old Sing, their houseman. 
He guarded her like an FBI man.” 

“Boy, do I know that!” Kevin said. “He chased me 
and some of the other kids away every time we even 
went near the old place.” 

“You know why, don’t you, Kevin?” Robin’s voice 
dropped to a whisper. “The Gardineaus’ little boy 
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was drowned when they were spending the summer in 
Italy a few years ago. Mrs. Gardineau never recov- 
ered from it. It affected her mind. Sing watched over 
her till she died. Her husband died soon after, in 
December of last year, as you know.” 

“Nobody would buy the castle to live in when they 
heard it was haunted,” Mindy said. “They thought it 
was full of ghosts.” 

“T never heard of any ghost but one,” Michael said 
quickly. “A woman in white; old Mrs, Gary, I guess. 
Dad will be glad he got more than he paid for, Mindy. 
Do you know of any more ghosts, Robin?” 

“Yes, I do. There’s another story, older than the 
one about Mrs, Gary. It isn’t about the castle, but 
it did happen in the very same spot where the castle 
stands today.” 

“Well, out with it, Robin! You’ve been holding 
out.” Kevin twanged his guitar in weird, whining 
chords, “Ghost music,” he said aside to Michael. “Go 
on, Robin!” 

From in back of the Kane family room came the 
intriguing smell of hamburgers cooking, and an occa- 
sional burst of laughter from Amy and Judy. Tramp, 
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the family mongrel, a dog with full family status, 
came slinking through the grass to melt into the shad- 
ows at Robin’s feet. He didn’t seem too sure of his 
welcome, though he should have been. Ringo, the 
Hunter beagle, growled a friendly greeting from 
Mindy’s lap. The two dogs, crazy about their respec- 
tive owners, usually maintained a truce. Tig—short 
for Tiglath Pileser, the independent king of ancient 
Assytia—sat glaring in the dusk at the far end of the 
pool, indignantly licking his stepped-on tail. 

Weird shadows fell across the now empty pool. 
From the shore, not far away, came the whisper of 
sleepy gulls and the muffled beat of waves breaking 
against the sand, Brenda, Mindy, Kevin, Michael, 
and Ted huddled silently, comfortably, waiting for 
Robin to begin, 

“This is a true story. It’s a sad one, too. Long ago, 
when Pacific Point was only a group of fishing cot- 
tages, a young fisherman and his wife and their little 
daughter Mary lived in one of those snug little board 
and batten houses—the ones they call today ‘typical 
Pacific Point houses.’ The one they lived in was well 
out toward the end of the point, just in the exact 
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place where Glengary Castle stands today. 

“One night there was a frightful storm. The waves 
rolled in thirty feet high.” 

“Boy, would I like to see one of them now!” Kevin 
sang out. “Some surf!” 

“Quiet!” Mindy hissed. “Go on, Robin!” 

“A ship from Spain, almost in port, was wrecked 
on the rocks. Mary’s father and mother could hear 
people screaming, but they were powerless to help. 
If only the big fishing boat were near ... the one that 
picked up Mary’s father each day for his day’s work 
... it might have gone to the doomed ship’s aid. 
Mary’s father’s own small rowboat would have been 
beaten to kindling before it could have been launched. 

“Mary’s mother was terribly upset over the storm. 
She wrung her hands and cried, ‘What a terrible 
night! What a terrible sight! Those running lights 
on the ship going out one by one! Every soul on 
board will be drowned! Oh! Oh! Oh? 

“ ‘Shbh!’ her husband cautioned. ‘You'll wake our 
daughter.’ 

“ But listen! Somebody's daughter is crying out 
there!’ his wife replied. ‘Don’t you hear?’ 
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“The wind died down even as they spoke. The 
waves lost some of their force. From out across the 
darkness no sound came from the tragic ship.” 

“Oh, Robin, how horrible!” Mindy gasped. “All 
those poor people! Couldn’t anything be done?” 

“Not a thing,” Michael said sadly. “There was no 
lighthouse then to warn them. Wasn’t anyone saved, 
Robin?” 

“Not a soul. The next morning the sun shone and 
the fisherman’s little daughter played gaily along the 
shore. Some timber from the wrecked ship had floated 
in, and Mary, not knowing its history, played at build- 
ing a house. A house needed furniture and she danced 
happily when she found a small handmade walnut 
rocking chair washed up by the waves. She picked it 
up and ran to the cottage. 

“ ‘See what I found!’ she cried. ‘May I have it for 
my very own, Mamma, and put it in my room?’ 

“‘T think so,’ her mother replied. Then she looked 
sudly out to sea and tears started in her eyes. ‘It must 
have belonged to that little girl I heard crying,’ she 
suid softly to herself. 

“It’s such a pretty chair,’ Mary said happily. ‘I 
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love it. What makes you cry, Mamma?’ 

“Her mother did not answer. Instead, she held 
Mary close in her arms, then released her and watched 
her carry the chair happily into her own room. 

“After that time, whenever the wind whined lone- 
somely, the fisherman and his wife could hear the 
chair in their daughter’s room creaking, rocking 
gently.” \ 

“How awful!” Mindy whispered. 

“Well, it was,” Robin agreed. “The fisherman’s 
family seemed to get used to it in time, though. 

“One Sunday a little girl, Anita, from the new Por- 
tuguese fishing colony in Monteleone came to spend 
the day with Mary. While they were all having lunch 
she said to Mary, ‘What’s making that sound in your 
room?’ 

“ ‘Nothing but my chair rocking. It does that all the 
time when the wind blows,’ Mary answered. ‘Why?’ 

“ ‘Somebody’s laughing in there, too, that’s why,’ 
Anita said. She left her place at the table to look into 
Mary’s room. ‘It’s a girl. Who is she? Her black hair 
is all stringy and wet. She’s sitting there in your chair, 
rocking and laughing.’ 
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“The fisherman looked at his wife. Her face was 
white. ‘I’m afraid to look,’ she whispered to her hus- 
band. ‘I’m afraid I’d see it, too. Let us finish eating, 
(hen I'll clear the table.’ Then to the children she said, 
‘You little girls run out and play.’ 

“Anita started to obey, then stopped and cried 
out, her eyes wide and frightened. ‘I did see someone! 
It was espectro, a ghost!’ ” 

Mindy shifted her position. Tramp growled in the 
hack of his throat. Tig meowed mournfully and then 
xpurted for the house. 

“What happened then? Go on, Robin!” Brenda 
hegged. 

“After Anita had gone and Mary was in bed, the 
lisherman’s wife told her husband, ‘Early in the morn- 
ing when the boat from Monteleone calls for you, 
(uke the chair with you. Drop it overboard, back to 
the ocean! You can make another chair for our 
daughter. She will always be afraid of the ghost in 
this one.’ 

“The fisherman did as his wife asked him to do. 
At dawn, before Mary was up, he carried the chair 
down to the shore. Mary’s mother watched till the 
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fishing boat reached deep water. She watched her 
husband lift the chair and drop it over the side. She 
watched it swallowed up by the waves. Then, from 
nowhere, borne on the soft onshore wind, she heard 
happy laughter. The little drowned girl had her rock- 
ing chair back again.” 

“Boy!” Kevin said, jumping to his feet. “I don’t 
know how anyone else feels, but I'd like a little light 
around here. That was a crazy story, sure enough, 
Robin.” He turned a switch and the whole patio area 
was lighted. 

Brenda and Mindy surreptitiously wiped tears from 
their cheeks, Michael brushed his sleeve across his 
eyes, then blinked in the bright light. “I’d kind of like 
to have a look at that old castle tonight,” he said. “It’s 
hard to think such tragic things ever happened there. 
We've had a lot of fun swimming among those rocks. 
Jeepers, though, there are nights... .” 

“When the ocean could be as dangerous as it was 
that night Robin told us about. Ships are better built 
now, though. There are lighthouses. . . .” Ted’s voice 
faded. Then he said determinedly, “I'd like to take a 
look around that old castle, too, Michael.” 
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“Then why not? Mindy and I have the key.” 

“Of course,” Mindy agreed brightly. “Ghosts or no 
ghosts, Robin and I will have to work there listing 
books. There are stacks of them in bookcases in the 
library at the castle and Daddy wants to divide them 
between schools and the village library. Tomorrow 
Robin and I are supposed to start the listing so they 
can tell which ones go to each place. Daddy’s com- 
pany is going to pay us for our work, too. The money 
we make will go into the Fair fund.” 

“Darn!” Kevin exclaimed. “I almost forgot the rea- 
son for the party tonight. We haven’t had one idea for 
the show for the Fair, have we? Last Fair Day we 
barely made enough money to buy a few additional 
uniforms for the band.” 

“Yeah,” Michael agreed. “This year we have to 
make more because it’s going to cost a mint to bring 
over those exchange students from Europe.” 

Kevin looked serious. “Tl say it is. You know the 
rest of the kids at school are going to expect a lot 
from us. They think that with your dad in the movie 
business and our dad a comic-strip artist we can pull 
a real swinger out of the hat.” 
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“They're all ready to help if we find an idea,” Ted 
said. “The afternoon show has to be the biggest 
money-maker. The little kids will have their sand- 
castle competition in the morning. There will be the 
bake sale and box lunches at noon, and then the 
dance at night.” 

“T know. I know just what you mean. The after- 
noon show has to carry the day!” Kevin picked up his 
guitar and led the way to the patio. “Right now, 
though, let’s eat before we start to think. Dad, can 
you use some help?” 

“Thanks, anyway, Son, but everything’s all done. 
You must have been doing some heavy planning on 
that school Fair. The smell of hamburgers usually 
makes all of you cluster around the grill.” 

“We weren't talking about the school Fair, Mr. 
Kane,” Brenda said. “Robin was telling us a ghost 
story.” 

“It was about a wreck that happened where Glen- 
gary Castle stands. It was long ago. You remember, 
don’t you, Mom? It was the story old Mrs. McTeague 
once told me. Now everyone wants to go and look 
at the haunted castle in the moonlight. I hope it 
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won't scare Mindy and me away from listing those 
books.” 

“Five dollars says you won’t hold out half a day in 
that gloomy old place,” Kevin teased. 

“We'll take the bet before you change your mind, 
won’t we, Mindy?” Robin said confidently. “Chalk 
up five dollars right now for our fund for the Fair. 
Come on, everyone! Daddy’s ready to hand out the 
hamburgers.” 
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Tosy KANE, the children’s father, stood at the smok- 
ing grill daubing pungent sauce on the sizzling ham- 
burgers. In the oven above, buns were warming. On 
the long redwood table just outside the French doors 
of the family room, bowls of salad waited, along with 
heaps of potato chips and bottles of Coke. In the 
middle of the table was one of Mrs. Kane’s famous 
bittersweet chocolate cakes, its icing half an inch high. 

“Fall in!” Mr. Kane sang out. Michael and Mindy, 
Brenda and Ted, Judy, Amy, Kevin, and Robin filled 
paper plates and quickly found their places, hunger 
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overtaking manners. Mrs. Kane, her pretty face smil- 
ing, brushed back her brown hair, helped her hus- 
band pass bowls and platters, and filled glasses with 
Coke or milk. Then she and her husband seated 
themselves at opposite ends of the table. 

Michael and Mindy loved any opportunity—and 
there were many—to come to the Kane home, Their 
own beloved mother had passed away three years be- 
fore. Their father, a busy director and movie pro- 
ducer who had to fly almost constantly between 
Hollywood, New York, and Pacific Point, had little 
time to spend with his son and daughter, dearly as he 
loved them. He had built a magnificent estate on 
Clearwater Cove just before his wife died. A show- 
place now presided over by their housekeeper, 
Manuela, it had been a setting for several of Mr. 
Hunter’s movies, but never really a true home. 
Michael and Mindy liked their father’s ranch in the 
foothills best. There, with Robin, Kevin, and Amy, 
they spent happy weekends picnicking, riding, or 
climbing mountain trails. 

Robin loved Rancho Lucia most especially, for 
there her beloved palomino, Nugget, was quartered. 
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For Michael and Mindy, though, fascinating as it 
was, Rancho Lucia was just another movie setting, 
like the Clearwater Cove estate. Not a home. 

Their real home was this one—the Kanes’, spilling 
over with records, sweaters, kicked-off shoes, skates, 
smelling of good food, tidy in an untidy way, home. 
Mr. Kane treated Michael and Mindy exactly as he 
did his own children. They told their troubles to Mrs. 
Kane. That’s what a home needed: a mother and a 
father, too, who were always there. 

Just now, for instance, laughing, teasing, shouting 
irreverently but affectionately at one another and the 
Kane parents, the crowd of young people gobbled up 
food like a scourge of hungry locusts, The party had 
had to take place after dark so ghosts could walk. 
Eight o’clock was way past eating time. 

“Just give me a chance to get a bite myself before 
I faint,” Mr. Kane called as he handed over a third 
platter of hamburgers. 

“This will be enough,” Michael said firmly. “That 
sound you just heard was Judy’s stomach popping 
open. If we don’t stop we won’t even be able to 
waddle out to Glengary Castle. Gosh, Mrs. Kane... 
30 


GLENGARY CASTLE 


everything tasted so good.” 

“Mm-hmmm,” Judy said, patting her stomach. “I 
didn’t pop, Michael. I can still swallow milk. I’'d hate 
to have all that good stuff run out of my stomach, Oh, 
Robin, I surely do love to come to your house!” 

“We love to have you here, too!” Robin hugged 
Judy. “Sugar, have you finished?” she asked her 
sister. 

“Just about. Mom, can—may I finish my cake 
when we come back from the castle?” 

“Tm sorry, Sugar, but it’s too late for you to go. 
Daddy and I will take Judy home. You can come 
with us. Maybe Michael will take you to the castle 
another day.” 

“It’s a date, kids,” Michael said, seeing Amy’s dis- 
appointed face. “Tonight we'll give the ghosts your 
best wishes. Ready, gang? Thanks a million, Mrs. 
Kane.” 

“Ted and I thank you, too, Mrs. Kane,” Brenda 
said shyly. “It’s easy to see why Michael calls your 
home a fun place.” 

“Then come back often,” Mrs. Kane said cordially. 

Tramp and Ringo, certain they were included, 
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ran yelping to the old station wagon, affectionately 
known as the Heap, jumped over the tail gate, and 
stood puffing while the six young people crowded past 
them and into the car. 

The moon came out from behind a bank of dark 
clouds, sending hide-and-seek shadows across the 
road the wagon traveled. A plane from the San Fran- 
cisco airport, its red and green lights twinkling, 
roared overhead. 

In a few moments the castle loomed in front of 
them, turrets silhouetted against the sky. Masses of 
low-growing cypresses almost obscured the lower 
floors, Dank blobs of unclipped shrubs, uncontrolled 
and wild, strayed over the grounds. The sweet 
fragrance of jasmine cloyed the air. 

Michael parked the Heap. Then, realizing the 
tenseness of his friends, he called to the dogs and 
set off up the path, whistling. 

“Edgar Allan Poe should have given this place the 
once-over,” Kevin said. “Or Anne Boleyn. Maybe 
she'll slip by with her head tucked underneath her 
arm. Hey, what’s the matter with you, Tramp? 
Ringo?” The two dogs stood motionless, every hair 
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on end, bristling, looking toward the nearest turret. 
“Do you see a ghost?” 

“They just could, you know,” Mindy said. “Dogs 
und horses and cats, even some birds, can sense things 
a human can’t. Heavens! Look at the dogs now!” 

Terrified, yelping as though all the furies were 
after them, Ringo and Tramp scrambled frantically 
for refuge in the station wagon. 

“Whoooo! Whooooo! Whoooo!” an owl called 
from the tip of a cypress tree. 

“That’s what scared the crazy dogs, Ill bet a 
penny,” Robin said. “An owl is an eerie bird.” 

“You can say that again,” Ted agreed. “Are there 
uny electric lights in the castle, Mindy?” 

“There are supposed to be. Daddy said the electric- 
lty would be turned on so we could start to work 
tomorrow. There’s one way to find out. Open the 
door and see. I’m not too anxious to do that, though.” 

“T am,” Kevin announced. “This is the twentieth 
century, remember? Nobody believes in ghosts. Heck, 
I— What was that?” 

From high above them something screeched, 
whimpered, and was silent. Then it screamed again. 
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“What is it?” Mindy asked, holding Robin’s hand 
tightly. 

“A banshee,” Ted said, laughing. “A real Irish 
banshee. They howl when someone is going to die. 
This is going to be an Irish castle, isn’t it? For the 
movie your father is going to make?” 

“Yes,” Mindy said, trembling. 

“Word must have gotten around banshee circles,” 
Ted continued. Then he realized Mindy was really 
frightened. “No, on the level, it’s the same old owl 
again. A screech owl. Look right up there in that 
pine by the turret window.” 

Ted pointed to a small owl crying on a pine tree 
branch. 

“I guess maybe you won’t be so anxious to come 
over here and work tomorrow, will you, Robin?” 
Kevin asked. “Pretty grisly, huh? The five dollars is 
as good as in my pocket.” 

“Don’t you start spending it,” Robin warned. 
“Nothing, simply nothing, can ever keep me from 
listing those books, starting early in the morning.” 

“Michael,” Mindy interrupted, “if the whole inside 
is going to be done over, won't there be workmen 
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there while we're listing the books?” 

“Not yet, Sis. You see, Dad’s having plans drawn 
now and designs made. Then he’ll turn a crew loose 
on the interior.” 

“TI thought of something else, then. Won’t Sing be 
here? Isn’t he supposed to be sort of a caretaker? 
Where is he?” 

“Search me, Mindy. What happened to him is the 
inystery of the year. He’s supposed to have said he 
would be in Chinatown in San Francisco. Dad and 
the lawyers haven’t been able to get hold of him, 
though. He’ll show up when he gets good and ready, I 
guess. It'll be worth his while when he does. Nope, 
Mindy, there won’t be anybody there but you and 
Robin. At least for a few days. You aren’t afraid, 
ure you, Robin?” 

“Not me! I’m not scared. I’m going to list those 
books even if Mindy isn’t.” 

“Gee whiz, Robin! Sometimes you make me tired 
with your do-or-die courage. I’m going to do the list- 
Ing if you are. I always do what you do. I don’t always 
want to do it. Right now I don’t. I’m terrified, and I 
don’t care who knows it.” 
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“Td say that takes more courage than if you weren’t 
scared,” Kevin said. He always took Mindy’s side, just 
as Michael always took Robin’s, It started that way 
when the Kanes and Hunters first knew one another, 
and it went on that way. It might have been because 
Kevin thought girls with long golden hair and dark 
brown eyes were super. It might have been because 
Michael liked a girl with spirit, especially if she had a 
shock of unruly brown curls, freckles on her nose, 
and round blue eyes full of wonder. 

The four of them, plus the two younger girls they 
spoiled, were a close-knit corporation. They were an 
all-for-one-and-one-for-all corporation, however 
friendly they were toward their companions at school. 
Just now they showed no difference in their behavior 
toward Brenda and Ted than they did toward one 
another. Brenda and Ted were newcomers in Pacific 
Point. They had moved to the village because of their 
father’s need for a cooler climate than that of Los 
Angeles. Brenda’s reputation as a stage designer had 
followed her from the city. Ted, handy with a saw 
and hammer, had helped his sister’s dreams become 
realities. 
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“I’m sure glad there are six of us,” Robin admitted 
as she stared through the gloom at the outlines of 
the old castle. “Well, there it is!” 

“Are we going inside or aren’t we?” Kevin asked. 
He ran ahead up the stone steps to the porch in front 
of the door, sending the flashlight beam ahead of 
him. “Come on, Mike. Do you have the key ready? 
Let’s crash in on the spooks!” 

Michael, Kevin, and Ted pushed open the heavy 
oaken door and pulled the girls in after them. Michael 
turned a switch and the huge hall, with all its shadows 
und ornate furnishings, came into focus. Rough stone 
formed the walls, and from the cavernous entrance 
lull rooms branched off—dark, ominous, gaping. 

“Hello-o-o, ghosts!” Ted shouted. “Come out, 
come out, wherever you are!” From the high ceilings 
his voice echoed and reechoed, 

“Tt’s no wonder poor Mrs. Gardineau wandered in 
the garden and down to the sea to get away from this 
place,” Mindy said, “I’d never even want to act ina 
movie in here. I suppose the movie Daddy is going to 
(ilm here will be a mystery. Do you think that is the 
living room? Go ahead of us, please, Michael.” 
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Michael walked down the hall and switched on 
lights here and there on both sides. Great glass chan- 
deliers glowed in many-faceted colors. Heavy drap- 
eries shrouded the windows, a background for mas- 
sive carved furniture and silken chairs and divans. 

“It’s perfectly, marvelously beautiful!” Brenda 
gasped, “All those beautiful vases. Brasses. Ivories. 
Someone who lived here loved old, Chinese treasures. 
What a stage setting! What magnificent props!” 

“What a mess of books!” Mindy said woefully. 
“This is the library, Robin. Miles and miles of books 
we are supposed to list.” 

“Yes, we are, aren’t we?” Robin asked excitedly. 
“T can’t wait to get started. It’s going to be fun, real 
downright fun, working here.” 

“Fun?” Mindy asked dubiously. “There are 
millions of books, Robin. Millions. Maybe Daddy 
would let Brenda help us with them.” 

“Oh, do you think so?’ Brenda asked eagerly. 
“And earn some money?” 

Robin glanced quickly at Mindy, then shook her 
head, “The money which we are paid must go into 
the fund, Brenda, Anyway, with all your artistic tal- 
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cnt you should have no trouble earning money.” 

“T guess so,” Brenda agreed slowly. “Til find some 
way to earn money to help my family. Heavens, all 
these beautiful things! Oh, look at that case over 
there against the wall. Can those be puppets in there?” 

Ted strode across the room. “They are! Boy, what 
puppets! We thought the ones we saw in Los Angeles 
were something, Brenda. Whew!” 

His whistle brought his sister bounding across to 
the case. 

“They're Chinese puppets. They’re really from 
China. Oh!” The slender fair-skinned girl dropped to 
lier knees in front of the heavy doors. “They’re simply 
priceless!” 

“What’s there to clap hands about over puppets?” 
Kevin asked, “They’re just like Punch and Judy.” 

“That’s heresy!” Brenda gasped. “Oh, what I could 
do with puppets like these!” 

Michael snapped his fingers, “That’s it! A puppet 
show! We'll give a puppet show for our stunt the 
wfternoon of the Fair. Here are the actors, ready- 
made, with Pygmalion Brenda ready to put them into 
the act. I know my father will give his permission for 
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us to use the puppets for our show.” 

“Tt’s perfect!” Robin and Mindy chorused. 

“Perfect!” Robin repeated. “Nobody’s ever had a 
puppet show at any school Fair. Brenda, you can be 
in charge. We'll all help.” 

Brenda opened the display case, ran her hands 
lovingly over one of the puppets, and stroked the 
silken brocade of its robe. Her eyes were glowing. 

“There'll be a stage,” she said slowly. “A red-and- 
white striped stage, with a space above where we can 
stand and work the strings. Ted will supervise making 
it.” Pride filled her voice as she looked over at her 
brother. “Ted did so much to help Daddy remodel 
that little old shack where we live on Daddy’s farm 
in the valley.” 

“Tt isn’t a shack,” Mindy protested. 

“It’s darling!” Robin insisted. 

“I suppose it could be. Mom has planted a lot of 
flowers. But we ran out of material for remodeling. 
We had to stop right where we were. We had a pretty 
home in Los Angeles. Then Daddy got sick. He’s been 
so Sick.” 

“He’s getting better, Sis,” Ted said quickly. “Being 
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out of doors every day is going to make him well. The 
doctor said so. We'll get by all right.” 

“Oh, I know that, Ted,” Brenda said penitently, 
“but when I see all the gorgeous things there are here 
In this house. ... I don’t want them for myself,” she 
udded to nobody in particular. “But my daddy is so 
wonderful.” 

“Brenda—the puppets,” Ted reminded her softly. 

“Oh, yes!” Brenda was starry-eyed again. “May 
| handle them, do you think?” she asked Michael 
unxiously, 

There might well have been no one else in the 
room, as far as Brenda was concerned. She took up 
cuch puppet, stretched its bamboo arms, lifted its tiny 
nilded slippers, all the time speaking to the puppets 
softly, eagerly. 

All at once she froze. She held each one up, one 
ufter another. Puzzled, she turned a bewildered face 
lo her friends. “Do you notice anything strange about 
them?” 

“Not me,” Kevin said quickly. “I don’t even know 
what an unstrange puppet looks like. What’s the 
trouble, Brenda?” 
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“They’re all men puppets. I mean boy puppets. 
That’s it, isn’t it, Brenda?” Ted asked. 

“Exactly. Isn’t that odd? They must be part of a 
collection. But why are there only male ones? Where 
are the girls? We can’t have a puppet show without 
Chinese princesses and empresses, can we?” 

Robin’s face fell. 

Mindy plumped herself down on a library chair. 

“There goes our puppet show. Kerflooey!” Kevin 
said. “No show, huh?” 

“Not on your life!” Brenda said determinedly. “J 
can make girl puppets. I can, can’t I, Ted? I know 
how to do it. ’ve made puppets before. Til have to 
work fast. It takes a while to make a.good puppet. I 
can show other people how to help me, though.” 

Robin’s face shone. “We'll get the best help we 
can, Brenda—from the drama class. We'll turn our 
clubhouse, the Huddle, into a workshop. You’ve got 
to be the head of the whole thing. You'll have to be, 
because Mindy and I have to list these books.” 

“You'll make money for the fund doing it, too,” 
Brenda said. “I'll take care of making the other 


puppets.” 
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Ted’s face was thoughtful. 

“You don’t think so?” Brenda asked anxiously. 

“Yes, you can do them all right. But, gosh, where 
would you ever get the kind of silk to make cos- 
tumes? Gilt ornaments for their hair? Gold braid? 
All that glitter that’s pasted over their cloaks? Prin- 
cesses would have to be even more spectacular than 
princes or emperors. No. We can’t do it. Any puppets 
we would make with the kind of stuff we’d find here 
in the village would look like country cousins com- 
pared to these beauties.” 

“They needn’t,” Michael spoke up. “Remember 
Chinatown in San Francisco? My dad would have to 
go out of business if it weren’t for Chinatown. We 
can get any kind of materials you need there. Any kind 
of silk, satin, or glitter. How about all of us going 
up to San Francisco in the morning? We can take two 
of these puppets along to show the shopkeepers what 
we want. How about it? We might even find old Sing 
in one of the shops.” 

“We can go,” Brenda cried. “Can’t we, Ted? Oh, 
isn’t it thrilling? We'll make this the best show in the 
whole wide world. Heavens! Imagine!” 
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As THE Heap whizzed along the main highway 
toward the great city of San Francisco, jet planes 
roared overhead, winging their way to the Gate City. 
Traffic grew heavier. Trucks carrying tomatoes, on- 
ions, all kinds of green vegetables, lumbered toward 
city markets. Foreign cars, limousines, cozy little 
compact cars wove in and out, leaving trails of acrid 
exhaust. 

Brenda and Ted sat motionless, speechless, eyes 
wide with wonder. “We’ve never been to San Fran- 
cisco before in our whole lives,” Brenda announced. 
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Robin and Mindy looked at one another unbeliev- 
ingly. Brenda couldn’t possibly mean it. Never have 
been to San Francisco? How would it feel, Robin 
wondered, to approach exotic, enchanting San Fran- 
cisco for the first time? 

“When you get to the city, drive up Market Street 
to Powell,” she begged Michael. “The very first thing 
they see must be a cable car.” 

“What’s to keep them from riding in one?” Kevin 
usked. “We can let them out at the foot of Powell 
und follow them up the hill.” 

“Precisely!” Robin said, delighted. “Not only that, 
but Mindy and I will go with them. We’ll meet you 
over on Grant where you always park, Mike. Glory, 
hurry! There’s a car just being pushed around on 
the turntable now. Everybody gets out and pushes,” 
she explained breathlessly to Brenda and Ted. “All 
the passengers!” 

The minute the station wagon stopped, Robin and 
Mindy led the way with flying heels to the sturdy 
little car. It was helpless to reverse itself after the 
downward trip, so it waited, a bit patronizingly, while 
passengers laughed and pushed it into position for 
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the ascent. Indignant at the delay, it clanged angrily 
like the ancient tyrant it was. 

Preachers of city progress had tried annually to 
banish cable cars from their accustomed routes. Just 
as regularly, the progressives were hooted down. San 
Franciscans refused to part with the noisy, bumptious 
little open-air streetcars. Nothing in their city was so 
implanted in their affections. Graybeards had grown 
up riding them. Middle-aged parents fought for their 
preservation. Children adored them. Tourists 
thronged to the big city to see them and ride in them. 
They were a fixture. With almost human diffidence, 
the cars seemed to realize this. 

Brenda, Ted, Mindy, and Robin found places on 
a long side bench, eagerly waiting for the jerky start. 
When the car struggled noisily up the increasing 
grade, they waved to Michael and Kevin, who fol- 
lowed close by. 

“We must come back here soon again. Right after 
the Fair,” Robin shouted to Brenda and Ted. “We 
won't have time to do anything today except to catch 
a glimpse of Chinatown, then hurry back to get busy 
making the girl puppets. Not ever to have been to 
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San Francisco! Every inch is the most fascinating 
place in the world. We’ll come back here again and 
again till you know it as well as we do, Brenda. Glory, 
the old car made it to the top of the hill without a 
breakdown! Breakdowns are a lot of fun, but I’m glad 
it didn’t happen today. There isn’t time. We'll go right 
down to Grant now and meet Kevin and Michael.” 

“I could ride it the whole day long,” Brenda told 
the boys a few moments later. 

“Yeah,” Ted agreed. “It beats a hot rod. Who’d 
want one of those here?” 

“A lot of kids would,” Mindy said. “The city is 
full of hot rods. There are good things and bad things 
about San Francisco. Like every other big city, I 
guess. Why, there are hippies here and joints where 
you might get popped on the head just for keeping 
your face clean or for not wearing a beard. Isn’t that 
so, Michael?” 

“Mmm-hmm,” Michael nodded. “But forget it! For 
every crazy place like that there are dozens just the 
opposite. Think of the parks, theaters, opera, ballet, 
concerts, baseball, automobile races, museums, the 
harbor with foreign ships, and Fisherman’s Wharf. 
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Jeepers, I can’t even begin to call off the things that 
make San Francisco super. We'll see them with you 
sometime, I hope. Every one of them. Just wait.” 

“And we thought Los Angeles was heavenly,” 
Brenda sighed, “Ted, just look at these old cobble- 
stones we’re walking on. That old church on the 
corner, too... .” 

“Tt’s old St. Mary’s,” Robin said reverently. “It’s— 
well, it’s old St. Mary’s,” she repeated, searching for 
words. “Every night poor people line up there and 
are given food and tickets for places to sleep at night. 
There are so many poor people here.” 

“Yeah... from down around Skid Row... people 
get stranded here. It’s bad,” Michael said. “Robin, 
didn’t you tell me that the toy store Sing’s cousin runs 
is right down this street?” 

He stepped off the curb to let three sailors pass, 
then jumped back quickly to avoid a blatting taxi 
filled with sightseers. 

“Tt isn’t exactly a toy store,” Robin said. “Sing said 
his cousin had all kinds of beautiful imports. I think 
it should be around here someplace. Say, Brenda, 
how do you like the perfume right here?” 

49 


ROBIN KANE 


They were passing food stores with pickled star- 
fish in tubs, dried Pekin ducks hanging by their 
necks, and dripping inky octopuses. For half a block 
the smells of strange foods surrounded them. 

“When did you ever find out that Sing had a rela- 
tive who had a store here?” Kevin asked. “He never 
was very chummy with me. Or anyone else in Pacific 
Point that I ever heard about. I know.you have a way 
of squeezing information out of people, Robin, but 
how did you work it with Sing?” 

“He wasn’t chummy. You can be sure of that. It 
was in that Korean shop at home. I was trying to find 
some toys for the Christmas party at church. He was 
there and he didn’t think much of the things I was 
buying. He grunted at me that if I'd only go to his 
cousin’s shop in Chinatown—” 

“Tf you’d go there, then what?” Kevin interrupted. 

“He didn’t say much else. He just folded his hands 
and waddled off in that old black robe he always 
wore.” 

Kevin was exasperated. “How did you know the 
shop is down this street, then?” 

“Oh, he did mumble the name of the store. Sing 
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Ho. I’ve seen the sign when I’ve been here before. 
If you'll look right across the street, you'll see it, too. 
The one with the gold dragon spitting fire.” 
Brenda looked and clapped her hands. “Just look 
at those windows! Oh, I do hope the shop is open.” 
“It will be, all right,” Kevin said. “I don’t think 
Chinatown shops ever close. I see some people going 
in there. Say ... he has some store, doesn’t he?” 
Brenda didn’t answer. She had hurried on ahead. 
Body tense, she glued her eyes to the windows where 
fabulous multicolored brocades spilled from rice- 
paper covers, where jades in dull gold settings glowed 
side by side with necklaces of lapis lazuli and amber. 
Ivory figurines, intricately carved, stood in enchant- 
ing groups and, back of them, tier after tier of daintily 
embroidered jackets were displayed. 
“T guess you won’t have any trouble finding what 
you'll need here, will you, Brenda?” Robin asked. 
She might as well have been talking to the wind. 
Brenda had disappeared down a long aisle flanked 
with tables of toys: toys that spun, walked, and 
whirled; kites with hideous faces and incredible 
shapes; dolls with waxen, painted features; unsolvable 
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wooden puzzles; long, painted bamboo whistles; fat 
little silken Buddha pincushions; wicker baskets of 
strange beauty; brasses that shone; porcelains, paper- 
thin and translucent; and teakwood furniture ex- 
pertly carved. 

Brenda whizzed past them all to stop at a counter 
ablaze with brocades. Awed, she put her hand to her 
mouth and just looked. Michael, Robin, Mindy, 
Kevin, and Ted crowded around her. It was fun to 
watch her reaction. First she fingered the silk timidly. 
Then she stroked it boldly, holding a length of it to 
her face in order to feel its softness. She smiled, 
oblivious to anything but the feel and touch of the 
silk’s soft beauty. 

An old Chinese with a wisp of chin whisker watched 
her from behind the counter. His face wrinkled into 
an inscrutable smile. “You like it?” he asked finally. 
“I show you others.” 

“T love it!” Brenda exclaimed breathlessly. “Don’t 
show me anything else. I couldn’t stand it. I'l show 
you why I want to buy materials. Where are the 
puppets, Robin? Oh, there they are!” 

She arranged the two richly robed marionettes on 
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top of a bolt of magenta silk. “We are having a 
puppet show at our school in Pacific Point,” she ex- 
plained. “We only have men and boy puppets... 
like these. We must have girl puppets. I can make 
their bodies, but we just have to find material similar 
to these marvelous silks, Do you see?” 

The Chinese put a slender hand on one of the 
puppets from Glengary Castle. Then he looked 
through half-closed eyes at Brenda and her group. 
“No, nowhere in the world will you find such silk. 
My silks are good. They are the best. But I have 
no silk like this. Where did you get these puppets?” 
he asked, his eyes sober. “Wait. I call my friends.” 

He disappeared into a back room and returned 
immediately with two old Chinese gentlemen. The 
moment they saw the puppets they became very 
excited. 

“These puppets,” the taller one said, “please tell 
me where they come from. I must know.” 

Michael answered. “My father is Maxfield Hunter. 
He is a motion-picture director and producer.” 

Sing Ho bowed. “I know him well. Please go on.” 

Michael told the three men of his father’s purchase 
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of Glengary Castle and of the contents of the library, 
including the case of puppets. 

When he had finished, Sing Ho’s face bore the 
same inscrutable expression. The men talked busily, 
their voices rising and falling in sweet tones of purest 
Mandarin Chinese. They gesticulated, argued, and 
finally nodded emphatically. 

“They once belonged to the dowager empress of 
China,” Sing Ho said. “She was the last of the 
Manchu dynasty, old Tz’u Hsi. Have you any idea 
of their value?” 

“No, sit,” Michael answered. “My father does not 
intend to sell any of the contents of the castle. In his 
motion-picture company they find use for almost 
anything in time. He gave us permission to use the 
puppets in the school Fair. We only want to buy 
some material so Brenda can make puppets to look 
something like them ... girl puppets.” 

“These are priceless,” Sing Ho said. “If your father 
were to sell them, I'd gladly pay one thousand dollars 
apiece. Right now.” 

Brenda’s mouth fell open. Robin’s eyes rounded. 
Ted whistled under his breath. 
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Michael ran his fingers through his sandy crew cut 
in bewilderment. “Well, as I said, they belong to my 
dad. So far as I know they aren’t for sale. Tl sure 
tell him, though, what you’ve said. A thousand dol- 
lars apiece, hmm? I guess he doesn’t know that!” 

Sing Ho’s eyes twinkled for a moment, then so- 
bered. His friends returned to the back room. “When 
the young lady has made her selection,” he said to 
them, “I shall be with you again.” 

When they had bought the silks and found the gilt 
braid, glitter, and imitation stones they wanted and 
were about to leave, Robin suddenly remembered. 
“Where is Sing?” she asked. “Your cousin, I mean. 
We haven’t seen him in Pacific Point lately.” 

Sing Ho wrapped a length of brocade in its rice- 
paper covering and fastened the fold with pins. With 
maddening slowness he put the bolt of cloth on the 
shelf in back of him. Then he turned, his face a blank 
mask, “My relative Sing Huang said he would visit 
his kinsmen. There are many of them, Where he is 
now I do not know.” 

Outside, a few moments later, Kevin said, “He’s 
just as cagey as all the Chinese. But he did admit he 
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knew your dad, Michael.” 

“Dad’s lawyers may have been here inquiring 
about Sing,” Michael said. “Try and get any Chinese 
to give out information, though. They have the 
world’s best poker faces. Sing Ho knows where Sing 
Huang is. You can bet on that.” 

Robin laughed. “You can be sure, too, that he 
knows Sing doesn’t want anyone to know where he 
is. Sing Ho isn’t telling. Say, there’s one thing we've 
overlooked, smart as we think we are.” 

“What’s that?” Michael asked. 

“Sing really loved Pierre Gardineau and his wife. 
Especially Mrs. Gardineau. ‘Missy,’ he called her. 
Chinese people have a long period of mourning. Sing 
probably doesn’t want to see anybody for a while.” 

“You may be right,” Kevin admitted thoughtfully. 

“If we'd only realize that people from other coun- 
tries have feelings the same as ours,” Robin began. 

“And don’t come from other planets,” Michael 
added. “It makes me ashamed.” 

“Yeah,” Kevin agreed. “It does.” After a pause 
he asked, “Say, is anyone besides me hungry?” 

“My treat,” Michael said. “How about this place?” 
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From the back of the bakery-snack shop they en- 
tered came a burst of rock music. A crowd of Chinese 
teen-agers snapped their fingers and swayed to the 
beat. “Hi!” they chorused as they saw the visitors. 

“They're playing the same records we play,” Bren- 
da said, wondering. “Why, that’s what you meant 
about ‘other planets,’ isn’t it, Michael?” 

Michael laughed. “Yep. They dip their French 
fries in catsup, too. From what I’ve heard, if you’d 
step into a shop in Timbuktu you'd find the same 
setup. It’s the same old world wherever you go.” 

“It couldn’t ever be the same old San Francisco,” 
Brenda said. “I never dreamed it could be like this. 
There couldn’t be another place as wonderful! Just 
think—a thousand dollars for one of those puppets! 
Heavens, when I think of those funny, smelly food 
shops, and just half a block away there’s a shop like 
Sing Ho’s. A thousand dollars! That’s an awful lot 
of money for a puppet, even if it did once belong 
to an empress of China. Maybe your father will 
want to lock up those puppets when we tell him 
what Sing Ho said they are worth, Mindy.” 

“No. Daddy told us we may use them and he’d 
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never go back on his word. He may want us to keep 
them locked up in the case in the castle, though, 
instead of in our workshop. Everyone runs in and 
out of the Huddle all the time. I don’t remember a 
time when it’s ever been locked. Say, why can’t we 
put something about the rare puppets on the hand- 
bills we have printed for the show, telling about the 
old empress of China, you know. It may help sell 
some tickets.” , 

“It may,” Brenda admitted. “First, though, we 
have to write the play, build the stage, make the 
puppets, rehearse, and polish the whole thing till it’s 
the best afternoon show the Fair has ever had.” 

“You're right,” Michael said as he picked up the 
check. “Not much time to do it, either. Tomorrow 
will be Sunday. We can’t do much then.” 

“Bright and early Monday we can,” Robin said. 
“Oh, there’s so much to be done!” 

In back of them the music blared loudly and the 
Chinese-American teen-agers snapped their fingers 
and swayed. 
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On MONDAY MORNING Robin and Mindy went to 
the library in Pacific Point before going to the castle 
to start their work. Robin’s mother had suggested 
that they get some instructions from Mrs, Thorn- 
burg, the librarian, to simplify the listing. As they 
started along the street to Glengary Castle after the 
talk with Mrs. Thornburg, Robin slowed and said to 
Mindy, “It’s not too far out of our way. How about 
stopping at our house first to see how the work is 

progressing at the Huddle?” 
“Oh, let’s. Don’t you wish we were going to be 
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working there with the gang instead of being shut 
up in that old castle? They'll have all the fun.” 

“Yes, but this way we'll be able to donate money 
to the Fair fund.” 

“I wish you were helping to write the play, Robin.” 

“Fiddlesticks! If I were writing the script I'd have 
to fill it with a lot of action—shooting, narrow es- 
capes, all that kind of stuff. That.wouldn’t do for a 
Chinese puppet play. Brenda is the real brain. I hope 
they’ve put together some kind of a plot.” 

“We'll soon know.” Robin turned in at the Kane 
gate. “From the sound of all the noise back there, 
I wonder if anyone is working.” 

Inside, around the worktable at the Huddle, Bren- 
da, Michael, Kevin, Ted, and a few helpers seemed to 
be all talking at once. Pots of bright-colored paint 
covered the table; blocks of modeling clay, plywood 
sticks, leaden weights, strips of muslin, wallpaper 
paste, lengths of gold braid, pieces of gorgeous silks, 
and cotton for stuffing littered the surrounding area. 

Robin picked up a plywood skeleton that was 
assuming shape under Brenda’s deft fingers. Its long 
legs dangled loosely. 
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“How on earth do you ever make it limber so that 
it bends in the right places, Brenda?” 

“That’s simple. I look in the glass and see where 
I bend myself, I hang my hands down at my side 
and see how far they fall next to my body, and where 
my elbows bend.” 

“That still doesn’t tell me how you make the 
puppets sit down.” 

“Oh! I make a brown paper pattern. See?” Brenda 
held it up. “I try to see that it bends in the right 
place. Then I make the body out of Japanese crepe 
... like this. I stuff it with hospital cotton. There’s 
a bushel of it over there at the end of the table. I 
pack it in tight and stuff the leg just to the knee. 
Then I sew across the leg at the knee and leave a 
little unstuffed strip, sew it again, then stuff the rest 
of the leg from the knee down. I make the soles of 
the feet of sheet lead. That gives weight. The un- 
stuffed knees and elbows give the body flexibility. 
The extra weights on the soles of the little shoes help 
the puppet drop into position.” 

Brenda held the stuffed body by a short length of 
crepe at the top where the head would later be 
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fastened. It dropped into position as she manipu- 
lated it—-sitting, dancing, walking grotesquely. 

“It could be a Glengary ghost, couldn’t it?” Kevin 
teased. 

Mindy winced. “Let’s stay here awhile and watch, 
Robin.” 

“Don’t want to go over to that spooky place, huh, 
Robin?” Kevin teased. 

“T didn’t say it. Mindy did. ’'m going right away.” 

“Not for just another minute, Robin. I want to 
ask Brenda about the faces.” 

“The heads are the most fun,” Brenda said. “We 
wad up some tissue, wet it with library paste, mold it 
into the right shape, cover it with a coat of modeling 
clay, and wait till it hardens. Then we paint on the 
features. Believe it or not, this wad I have in my hand 
will be beautiful Lotus Blossom or Fragrant Peace 
when we get through with it. But then—gee, I forgot. 
You don’t know anything about the play we'll be 
trying to do, do you?” 

“Do you have a script?” Mindy exclaimed in 
amazement. 

“Do we?” Kevin shouted excitedly. “Wait till you 
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hear what Brenda dreamed up!” 

“She stayed up practically all night working on it,” 
Ted said. 

“She did?” Robin asked. “Oh, it must be good. 
Let’s hear it!” 

Brenda took some sheets of yellow paper from the 
table. “It’s far from finished,” she said modestly. “I do 
hope you'll like it. It will have to have a narrator. 
As the story is told by the narrator, the scenes will 
be changed. A lot is going to depend on the scenery.” 

As Brenda read, Kevin twanged an Oriental-sound- 
ing melody on his guitar. 

“The emperor of an ancient Chinese province, Hsi 
Wang Mu, had beautiful twin daughters, Lotus Blos- 
som and Fragrant Peace. Everyone in the kingdom 
loved the princesses. Many young Chinese princes 
came bearing gifts to the emperor to plead for the 
hand of one of his daughters in marriage. Hardly a 
day passed that did not bring a suitor from a far-off 
mountain province or from beyond the wide Yangtze 
Kiang that ran the width of the land. 

“Hsi Wang Mu and his empress, Chin Mu, loved 
their daughters very much. The emperor thought no 
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suitor could ever be worthy of Fragrant Peace or 
Lotus Blossom. So, no matter how beautiful and 
costly the gifts they brought, all princes were refused 
permission even to speak to the princesses. 

“This made the girls very sad. They ran sobbing 
to their mother, saying, ‘We will be old and wrinkled 
and ugly and have no husbands.’ 

“ ‘Just be patient,’ she answered. ‘In time the right 
young prince will appear for each of you. Just trust 
your father and me.’ 

“Day after day went by. Fragrant Peace and Lotus 
Blossom sat sadly in the palace, embroidering on fine 
silk, or playing listlessly in the garden with a silver 
ball. Each day they heard the voices of young men 
bringing gifts and the voices of the palace guards 
sending them away. 

“One day Lotus Blossom, who was far more daring 
than Fragrant Peace, looked from her window to the 
courtyard below. What she saw there sent her quickly 
to her sister. “The most beautiful young man in the 
whole world is down there!’ she said. ‘Oh, how I 
could love him! I won’t be a prisoner any longer!’ 

“Quickly she opened the palace window, took a 
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jeweled ornament from her shining black hair, and 
dropped it into the hand of the handsome young 
prince below. 

“Oh, Lotus Blossom, our father will be so angry!’ 
Fragrant Peace told her. 

“ ‘He does not know what I have done, my sister. 
Oh, I do wish I could talk to the prince!’ 

“Her wish was granted. . 

“That night when the palace and the moon were 
fast asleep, Lotus Blossom’s old nurse, who was also 
a sorceress, delivered a note to her lady. Lotus Blos- 
som read it, tucked it into the pocket of her silken 
gown, and kissed her sleeping sister. Then quietly, 
softly, she went down the stairs into the garden where 
Prince Yao waited. 

“Come with me and be my princess,’ he begged. 
‘For I love you truly.’ 

“Blushing, Lotus Blossom said softly, ‘I love you, 
too. My father, though, will never permit me to 
marry. Even now I hear him stirring in the castle. 
Nurse! Nurse!’ 

“Lotus Blossom’s old nurse, who thought Emperor 
Hsi Wang Mu was a tyrant, did more than protect 
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her princess from her father’s anger. She clapped her 
hands together. A dragon slithered across the ground 
breathing great tongues of fire. 

“ “Mount the dragon!’ the nurse cried. ‘Be off, Lo- 
tus Blossom, to Prince Yao’s kingdom. Go quickly!’ 

“In the morning there was great wailing and ex- 
citement at the palace of Hsi Wang Mu. Fragrant 
Peace was inconsolable. ‘Now I shall be all alone,’ 
she cried. ‘My father will never let me marry! How 
angry he is! He knows he can never go into the 
kingdom of the Smoking Mountain where Lotus Blos- 
som has gone. The father of my sister’s husband is 
far more powerful than he.’ 

“Emperor Hsi Wang Mu was very, very angry. 
He ordered his palace guards to drive away any 
suitors bearing gifts. 

“When Chin Mu heard the order her husband had 
given she went to him. “You are very unwise, honor- 
able husband,’ she said. ‘The only way we can ever 
hope to see Lotus Blossom again is to find someone 
heroic enough to brave the wrath of Prince Yao’s 
father, someone who will go beyond the Smoking 
Mountain and bring our daughter back to us.’ 
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“ ‘How wise you are!’ Hsi Wang Mu said. ‘Perhaps 
the next young man who appears at the castle gate 
will offer to make the journey. He will be going to 
almost certain death, but if he should survive... ~ 

“Fragrant Peace, who had joined her parents, 
shivered and grew white. ‘If he should come back, 
you will let me marry him, honorable father?’ 

“We shall see,’ the emperor said. ‘First, Lotus 
Blossom must be returned to us.’ 

“What if my sister does not want to return?’ 
Fragrant Peace asked. 

“*You think she would dare disobey me?’ Hsi 
Wang Mu roared. 

“ She did, you know,’ his empress answered. Then 
she said quietly, ‘We cannot keep our daughters with 
us forever, honorable husband, I long to see Lotus 
Blossom, but we must send kind greetings to her or 
she will be afraid to return. We must tell her how we 
miss her and how we wish her happiness.’ 

“ ‘How could she be happy with a thief?’ the em- 
peror thundered. ‘Ah, maybe this is our hero,’ he 
exclaimed. 

“A tall young man, Prince Shen, walked proudly 
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to the palace gate followed by six servants bearing 
boxes wrapped in scarlet silk, He had heard of the 
reception other suitors had met, and he was deter- 
mined to be heard. 

“Imagine his surprise, then, when the palace 
guards bowed low and welcomed him, telling him 
Emperor Hsi Wang Mu awaited him in his throne 
room. 

“Fragrant Peace, concealed behind curtains in the 
throne room, saw Prince Shen and struck her hand 
to her heart. 

“Order another dragon!’ she begged her nurse. 
‘Clap your hands so one will appear, for I know I 
shall love Prince Shen,’ 

“ ‘Another dragon may not be necessary, my lady,’ 
her nurse said. ‘I know many ways of magic. Listen!’ 

“Fragrant Peace heard her father’s voice speaking 
to Prince Shen. “You must go to far-off Smoking 
Mountain and bring back my daughter Lotus Blos- 
som from that terrible country.’ 

“ ‘Yes, my lord,’ Prince Shen replied. ‘I shall bring 
Lotus Blossom here, and soon.’ 

“*You are not afraid?’ Hsi Wang Mu asked. 
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“‘Not at all, my lord,’ the prince replied. He 
caught a glimpse of Fragrant Peace peeping out from 
behind the curtain and bowed, touching his hand to 
his head. ‘I would brave anything to have the hand 
of so beautiful a princess.’ 

“‘T said nothing about my daughter’s hand,’ sput- 
tered the emperor. 

“ ‘No, but J said it,’ Empress Chin Mu said. ‘Clap 
your hands, nurse!’ 

“The old nurse clapped happily. Across the castle 
floor the big dragon appeared again. On his back he 
bore smiling Lotus Blossom, her husband Prince 
Yao, and Prince Yao’s father, the emperor of the 
land of the Smoking Mountain. 

“The emperor stepped from the dragon’s back 
and bowed to Hsi Wang Mu and to Chin Mu. 

“ ‘We must be friends,’ he said, ‘for now our prov- 
inces will be doubly linked.’ 

“ Doubly linked? Hsi Wang Mu asked, wonder- 
ing what the emperor meant. 

“*Yes, for now I shall share both my sons with 
you, Prince Yao and Prince Shen. I shall welcome 
your twin daughters to my kingdom. Bring the gifts!’ 
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he called out loudly to his servants. 

“So this is how it is?’ exclaimed Emperor Hsi 
Wang Mu. ‘You knew of this?’ he asked the empress. 

“Yes, honorable husband,’ she answered, ‘for I, 
like you, want happiness for our daughters above 
everything else in the world.’ 

“*Then call the musicians! Bring cakes and tea! 
Tell all the palace servants that today we celebrate 
the union of our province with that of far-off Smok- 
ing Mountain. Let there be dancing, feasting, and 
joy everywhere!’ ” 

When Brenda had finished reading, the listeners 
cheered and clapped. 

“T think it’s super!” Robin cried happily. “Brenda, 
it’s beautiful. As you were reading it I could imagine 
the beautiful puppets and scenery. You are the only 
one who should read it. You must be the narrator. 
But how on earth can you ever make a dragon?” 

“Tl try. I doubt if it can spit fire, but I'll use some 
ragged red crepe paper that may look like fire. Did 
you really like it?” Brenda’s eyes danced. 

“Who could help liking it?” Kevin asked. “The 
kids at school will go wild. Does anyone have any- 
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thing to say about the music?” 

“Well . . .” Mindy began hesitatingly. 

“Come on. Out with it.” 

“Could you make your guitar sound just a little 
more like a lute?” 

“You're right. Dead right, Mindy. I was twanging 
it out just like that music at the snack bar in San 
Francisco. Listen, will this be better?” Kevin struck 
some soft chords. 

“It’s just perfect!” Mindy cried, delighted. 

“It is,” Robin agreed. “While I was copying down 
the instructions Mrs. Thornburg gave us at the li- 
brary, Mindy wrote a little song-—Chinese style—you 
know, like those little poems of Lao Tze’s we read 
in English class? Where is it, Mindy?” 

“In my pocket. Til read it, if you’d like. 

“In the water garden 
Beneath my window 
The lotus blooms, 
Pink, delicate, enchanting, 
Telling me in perfumed whispers 
Of your love.” 

As Mindy read, Kevin picked up a few soft chords, 
sliding from one to another. 
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“It’s just what the play needed!” Brenda’s dark 
eyes glowed. “It’s alive now. We can whip the script 
into shape in a jiff. Now all of you get busy and help 
me with all this stuff.” 

She waved her arm across the pots and papers and 
silks that awaited magic to turn them into scenery 
and characters. “I can’t wait to get my scissors into 
that brocade! Isn’t it fun?” 

“You'll have all the fun,” Mindy said enviously. 
“Robin and I have to go over to Glengary Castle and 
see the ghosts.” 

“Ghosts are only supposed to walk at misty mid- 
night,” Robin reminded her. “Cheer up, Mindy. I 
only hope they keep out of our hair till we get through 
with the books.” 

“The bet’s still on, Robin,” Kevin called after her. 
“You won't be there long before you'll want to leave.” 

“Not in a million years! Not in a trillion! You'll 
see!” 
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THE CASTLE’S awfully run-down outside, isn’t it, 
Robin?” Mindy asked as they cautiously approached 
Glengary Castle. 

“The shrubbery has grown wild. That’s all. It does 
look deserted, though, but not quite as scary as it 
did last night. Do you have the key?” 

Mindy removed the key from her purse and in- 
serted it into the lock. 

In a moment she exclaimed, “Look, Robin! It 
won't turn the lock!” She pushed and kicked at the 
big oaken door. Then she peered into the thin space 
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between door and jamb. “I think it’s double-locked 
—bolted. That’s funny. We came out this way that 
night. Anybody would have to double-lock it from 
the inside. And not a soul has been here since we 
were.” She pounded again. 

“That won’t do any good,” Robin said. “Maybe 
the bolt just slipped. Let’s go around to the back 
and try the door there. The same key opens both 
doors, doesn’t it?” 

“TI guess so. I just don’t understand this.” Mindy’s 
face was troubled. 

The girls went down the steps. Suddenly Robin 
whirled around with a start. “I could have sworn I 
heard the bolt click,” she whispered. 

“Oh, Robin, let’s go back to the Huddle. It’s ghoul- 
ish here. Listen to the gulls whimpering!” 

“Rubbish!” Robin insisted stoutly. “We've grown 
up with gulls. They’re not ghoulish. They’re greedy. 
Let me try the key.” 

Mindy handed it over. When Robin inserted it in 
the lock, the heavy door swung inward—creaking, 
groaning. 

Inside, the great hall yawned in darkness, 
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Robin quickly switched on the light. A whir of 
wings broke the stillness, and a bird fluttered across 
in front of their eyes. 

“Did you see that?” Mindy asked, her voice trem- 
bling. “A bird. Do you know what that means?” 

“Yes, silly. It means a bird entered the house some- 
how. It’s no wonder with the place so desolate. Didn’t 
a bird ever fly into your house?” . 

“Never! Pve heard that when a bird flies into a 
house a ghost comes in with it.” 

“Really, Mindy! You sound as though you weren’t 
a year older than Amy or Judy. Maybe you haven’t 
heard this: A bird can’t get through wire or mosquito 
netting—that is, for a long time, anyhow. They have 
to stop and count every hole in the screen. Does that 
make you any more comfortable?” 

“Not too much, It’s so creepy in here.” 

“Well, let’s creep over to that table and get busy 
listing. If we’re busy you won’t have so much time to 
think about ghosts.” 

“Heavens, Robin, you sound so superior! Why are 
your hands trembling, if you’re so brave?” 

“Because I wouldn’t let Kevin Kane know for a 
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million dollars that I am even a little bit scared. Let’s 
start listing.” She hurried over to the shelves, “The 
books seem to be organized in groups. Biographies 
are here, then travel books over here. Where are the 
books for children?” Robin looked down the long 
case. “Mrs. Thornburg was so excited about getting 
some new children’s books for the library. Look in 
back of us, Mindy. Can they be over there? Gracious, 
what’s the matter now?” 

“That chair! That little rocking chair in front of 
the children’s books. It’s rocking! No one has been 
sitting in it! Oh, Robin, remember the chair rocking? 
That little drowned girl’s chair in that story? Isn’t this 
a horrible place?” 

“Stop it, Mindy! You’re hysterical! You bumped 
into that chair. Maybe you didn’t even know it, but 
you bumped into it. Heavens, you never acted like 
this before, and we’ve been in some pretty tight places 
together.” 

“Maybe so, but we’ve always been around human 
beings before. I didn’t bump that chair. I know that. 
I don’t think I can write a line. I don’t think I can list 
those books.” 
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“Of course you can,” Robin said reassuringly. “Sit 
down here beside me. Here’s an armload of them. 
You can begin with these.” 

Reluctantly, automatically, Mindy obeyed. She 
started with the biographies: A for Abbe. 

Robin attacked the children’s books, 

For a while there wasn’t a sound except pens 
scratching on paper. Then Robin stopped, listened, 
and looked at Mindy. Mindy’s face was white. Her 
lips moved, but no sound came from them. 

“Someone is groaning,” Robin whispered. She lis- 
tened again. “Definitely, Or is it a pine tree rubbing 
against the roof?” 

Mindy found her voice. “It’s no pine tree. There’s 
singing, too. Someone’s singing. Listen! That’s a 
dead person singing, Robin!” 

A woman’s plaintive voice was singing very low. 
An Irish ballad? A lullaby? 

Mindy screamed. Robin caught her arm. Suddenly 
Robin started laughing. She laughed till her face 
grew red. 

Mindy struggled to pull her arm free, her eyes wild 
with terror. “Now you’ve gone crazy! Robin, calm 
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right down and come home with me! Do you hear?” 

Robin only laughed harder. “It’s Kevin,” she said 
in a strangled voice. “Don’t you see? He’s playing 
tricks on us. He’s anxious to win that bet. He’s some- 
where around here. He ran ahead of us to the castle, 
slipped in, and bolted the door.” 

Mindy stared, unbelieving. “Do you really think 
so? He could have locked that door. But he couldn’t 
have made that bird fly through here.” 

“Why not? He could have been hiding behind the 
door when we came in. It was all dark in here. He 
could have let the bird loose.” 

“Robin Kane, he didn’t make that chair rock. We’d 
certainly have seen him right here in the same room.” 

“Our backs were turned. Kevin is clever. He could 
have slipped in and out. We'd never have seen him. 
Kevin! The jig’s up! We're not scared at all. Kevin! 
It’s all over.” 

“You see? He doesn’t answer.” 

“Did you expect him to walk right in here and con- 
fess? I can tell his clever touches. That rocking chair 
rocking ... he thought that would send us out of 
here. It nearly did, too. Kevin! Kevin! Come out 
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of hiding. I tell you, we’re not frightened.” 

“Do you know why he doesn’t come out?” Mindy 
asked solemnly, her eyes wide. “It’s because he’s not 
here. You forgot about that song. If you listen you 
can still hear it. Do you hear? It’s faint. It’s a woman’s 
voice, Robin. It isn’t Kevin’s voice.” 

“How do you know it isn’t? He could fake it. Oh, 
I know! It’s a radio. It’s part of a folk song which 
the girl with the Three Troubadours sings. The first 
part of it goes like this... .” Robin hummed several 
bars of the tune. 

“T—don’t—know,” Mindy said slowly, her voice 
still shaky. “I'd certainly hate to give in to Kevin.” 

“Oh, so would I! We’d never hear the last of it. 
Let’s go on with our work, Mindy. Pretend we 
haven’t heard or seen a thing. You can’t hear any 
singing now. Kevin probably turned off his transistor. 
It was a break for him that some station just hap- 
pened to be playing that record.” 

“If it has been Kevin, it was a ghastly thing for 
him to do. Oh, Robin, I'll try to go on with the listing. 
I wish there were some workmen in this house.” 

“I do, too, to tell the truth, but there aren’t, and 
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we have to get this work done. With that gang at the 
Huddle working so hard, we can’t be cowards. Look 
at those puppets in that case. It’s no easy job to 
make girl puppets to match them. Brenda has made 
a good start.” Robin paused. “Let’s see now, where 
was I with those books for children? The Wind in the 
Willows. I suppose Mole would just take all this in 
his stride, wouldn’t he?” 

“He might, but Mole’s in a book. We’re not. We’re 
real. I’d feel better if I saw Kevin somewhere around. 
Where did I leave off? Heavens, Robin, right on top 
of this pile is the story of Anne Boleyn. People in 
London still see her ghost in the Tower.” 

“How about trying to keep your mind off ghosts 
for a while, Mindy? Just work.” 

“I will, if I can stop shaking.” 

The girls worked for a while in silence—reading, 
writing, carrying books. 

Here and there in the old castle, windows rattled 
and creaked. Outside, the sun disappeared, wisps of 
fog dampened the windows, and pine branches sighed. 
A gull fluttered against the window. Mindy jumped 
from her chair and stood trembling. “Oh, I know it 
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shouldn’t frighten me so,” she said defensively to 
Robin, who worked on undisturbed. “I’m so nervous 
that I jump when I hear my own voice. Don’t you?” 

“Not now when I know it’s Kevin. Why don’t you 
go out in the kitchen and get a cool drink of water?” 

“Tll do that. Even water would taste good.” 

Mindy disappeared down the hall. In a moment 
she screamed, “Robin! Robin! Comequickly, Robin!” 

Robin jumped up immediately and rushed through 
the hail. 

“I—saw—a woman—out—there!” Mindy gasped. 
She pointed to the little plot in the castle yard where 
the Garys’ tombstones stood, now falling to the 
ground with age. “A woman was there! She really 
was. She was walking near those tombstones. Robin, 
Tm not staying here another minute!” Mindy turned 
and looked wildly for the door. 

“Wait!” Robin’s voice was calm. “You probably 
saw the fog; you know how it creeps around in 
swirls. Sometimes it looks almost like a person.” 

“T did not see the fog. I don’t know why you want 
to stay here, Robin. There was a woman out there. 
I’m certain—certain for sure.” 
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“It was Kevin. That’s who it was. I’m not going 
to be scared out now.” 

“But it was a woman, I tell you, a woman dressed 
in white. Kevin wouldn’t have a dress on.” 

“Oh, he wouldn’t, wouldn’t he? Right now he’s 
laughing his head off. He thinks he’s pulled a real 
stunt this time. He’s not going to drive me away, or 
you, either, I hope. Let’s run upstairs. We can look 
down on the castle grounds. Pll bet you anything 
we'll see Kevin sneaking away.” 

The girls scurried up the stairs, hurried into a big 
bedroom, and looked out the window. There was no 
sign of Kevin anywhere. 

They ran across the hall to look out the window of 
the bedroom at the top of the back stairway. There, 
across the bed, lay a white dress, hastily discarded, its 
hem still wet from the fog-damp grass. 

“Now!” Mindy said dramatically. “Now I guess 
you'll believe I saw a woman out there in the grave- 
yard,” 

“No, I won’t. I’m more certain than ever it was 
Kevin. He’d never have enough nerve to wear the 
dress outside the castle. He ran up the back stairs 
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while you were still in a state of shock out there in the 
kitchen. He stripped off the dress and hurried away.” 

“Do you mean to say that we didn’t hear him run- 
ning up and down the stairs?” 

“He can be pretty pussyfooted when he wants to 
be. Let’s go downstairs and work for another hour 
or two, then call it a day.” 

“Quite a day. I still can’t believe—’ Mindy 
stopped. 

“It was Kevin, all right.” Robin spoke positively. 
“We'll have the laugh on him when we go back to 
the Huddle.” 

“I wish I were there right now. Oh, I know [m 
not as heroic as you are—” 

“You're a brick, Mindy.” 

“I’m not, but let’s get on with this job. I want to 
get it finished. Just wait till I see that Kevin!” 

Again the girls bent over the big library table. A 
wind had come up outside. It rattled the loose win- 
dows in the old castle. After a while the front door 
blew open, bringing with it an icy wind which 
slammed the library door with a bang. Mindy jumped 
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up in alarm, then resolutely closed the front door and 
returned to her listing. 

Out in the hall a big clock ticked, its swinging pen- 
dulum clacking back and forth, back and forth, tick- 
tock, ticktock. 

“Oh, I wish it would stop!” Mindy cried. “Even if 
Kevin did do all the crazy things you say he did, there 
are enough real noises in this old place to have terri- 
fied Achilles or Hercules or—” 

“Lancelot?” Robin said, smiling. “All right, 
Mindy, Ill leave. Go out in the hall and get our 
sweaters. I'll straighten this table a little.” 

Delighted, Mindy left the listing and went to the 
coat closet at the far end of the hail. 

Robin gathered up the pile of children’s books to 
return them to the shelves. A soft, weird cry sent her 
eyes to the top of the tall bookcase. There, silhouetted 
against the dark wall, she saw a Siamese cat, its 
bright blue eyes gleaming down at her malevolently. 
As she looked, the cat cried again and spat angrily. 

“Mindy!” she called, running into the hall. “Come 
quickly! You'll never in the world believe it! 

“I can’t imagine where a cat would come from,” 
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she went on as Mindy hurried with her through the 
library door. “Look on top of the bookcase where 
the children’s books are! See? Why, Mindy, it’s gone! 
There was a big Siamese cat sitting there when I 
called you. It was scolding me and crying. Oh, I think 
a Siamese cat’s crying is the most mournful sound 
in the world. Now, where has it gone?” 

“I suppose Kevin took the form of a cat this time, 
didn’t he? Robin, I don’t think Kevin was ever near 
this place. I think it’s just reeking with ghosts. If you 
saw a Siamese cat it was a ghost cat. We'll be lucky 
if we ever get out of this place alive, Let’s run!” 

This time Robin needed no urging. She flicked 
off the light, took Mindy’s hand, and started toward 
the door. Then they both stopped dead in their tracks. 
Just inside the entrance door the dark form of a man 
loomed! 

“He’s just waiting to grab us!” Mindy wailed. “Oh, 
Robin!” 

“We'll go the back way. Hurry!” 

“And run into that woman wailing? Not on your 
life!” 

“Then we'll make a dash for the front door.” Robin 
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turned and, dragging Mindy close after her, made 
for the door. 

A few feet from them the dark form lurched for- 
ward, trembled, and fell to the floor with a crash. A 
metal helmet rolled near the toes of their flying feet. 
Robin kicked it aside, opened the big door, and 
pulled Mindy through it. Then she stood thoughtfully. 

“That wasn’t any man at all,” she said. 

“T know it,” Mindy said, shaking from tip to toe. 
“It was a man-ghost. Let’s run—please, Robin?” 

“Like fun it was a man-ghost. It wasn’t anything 
else but another trick of Kevin’s, Mindy. He planted 
that suit of armor there—” 

“So it would fall just as we started to go, I suppose. 
Oh, Robin!” 

“No. It was just his good luck that it happened that 
way. He didn’t care when it crashed. He knew it 
would scare us sometime. Don’t you see that every- 
thing that has happened to us has been something 
Kevin dreamed up?” 

“The Siamese cat?” Mindy asked, wondering. 

“No. I hadn’t thought of that. It would have been 
hard for Kevin to have planted that cat on top of the 
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bookcase. Maybe it belongs to someone near here. 
Maybe it slipped in when the door blew open.” 

‘Tm through imagining how things might have 
happened. You know we'd have seen that cat long 
ago if it was there. If it ever was there. You don’t 
suppose it could have been a wisp of fog, do you?” 

“I don’t blame you a bit for being sarcastic about 
my suggestion of the fog,” Robin said ruefully, “but 
I did see a Siamese cat.” 

“And I did see a woman dressed in white. We even 
saw her dress upstairs.” 

“The dress Kevin wore, you mean.” 

“We'll soon find out.” 

“That's right,” Robin said as they went down the 
hill toward the Kane home and the Huddle. “All we 
have to do is take one look at Kevin’s face.” 
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6. 


It was a busy scene which the two girls. burst in on 
at the Huddle. 

Brenda was stitching on a bit of horizon-blue 
brocade. 

Ted, with the jigsaw, was turning out bits of wood 
for background scenery. 

Michael had cleared a space at the far end of the 
worktable. There he was fitting strings to a finished 
puppet, threading them through thin plywood control 
sticks. 

Off in the corner Kevin struck chords on his guitar, 
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making up words as he played. 

All work stopped when the girls came in. Robin 
confronted them at once, brown curls unruly and face 
flushed. 

Kevin put his guitar aside and smiled. “You're 
back a little early, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, we are, Kevin Kane, but you didn’t drive us 
out of the castle, no matter how hard you tried, did 
you?” 

“Drive you out?” Kevin asked, a puzzled look on 
his face. 

“Yes, drive us out. You can take that smug smile 
off, too. Who wins the five dollars now?” 

“I don’t know what you're talking about. Eluci- 
date, please.” 

“Whatever that word means. When you start ghost- 
ing you do a good job of it, don’t you? That suit of 
armor falling just as we left. Glory, Kevin, I have to 
give you credit for effort.” 

“What has happened to you, Robin? What are you 
talking about? It isn’t getting through to me.” 

“Mr. Innocence! Michael, where has Kevin been 
all day? Answer that!” 
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“Right here, as far as I know, working with the 
rest of us, Why?” 

Kevin, aroused, stood and faced Robin. “I haven’t 
been two inches away from here for more than five 
minutes all day long.” 

“He hasn’t, Robin,” Brenda said. “Why do you 
ask?” 

“Do you swear solemnly, all of you, that Kevin 
Kane hasn’t been out of this room all day?” 

They held up their right hands. “Why?” they 
chorused. 

“Because if Kevin wasn’t at Glengary Castle today, 
then it is haunted! It’s just full of ghosts! Mindy and 
I saw them!” 

“We heard them, too!” Mindy said, shivering. 
“They were moaning, singing, meowing, ticking... . 
You tell them, Robin.” 

Robin told of everything that had happened. When 
she had finished, Brenda was speechless. Ted was 
thoughtful. Only Michael and Kevin seemed to be 
unimpressed, 

“If I didn’t know Robin’s imagination . . .” Kevin 
began slowly. 
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“And Mindy’s timidity . . .” Michael continued. 

Robin stamped her foot. “Every single solitary 
word we've told you is true!” 

“Tt was awful!” Mindy’s face whitened. “Worse 
still, since we know it wasn’t Kevin.” 

“Seeing is believing,” Kevin said. “I'd like to meet 
up with a genuine ghost, wouldn’t you, Mike? One 
that floated around a tombstone singing a sad song?” 

“Td go for the Siamese cat, myself.” 

“Now you're making fun of us, Michael. I'd expect 
it of Kevin. Maybe you were both at the castle today. 
Maybe you are ail in on what you may call a joke.” 

“If you were, it isn’t funny,” Mindy said. “I was 
scared—scared to death till Robin said she was sure 
it was Kevin trying to win that five-dollar bet.” 

“It wasn’t me. It wasn’t any of us. Honestly!” 

“Gosh, you must be telling us the truth!” Robin 
said, impressed. 

“You went over there to that castle with your 
minds full of ghosts,” Kevin said. “That’s what you 
found—ghosts . . . imaginary ones.” 

“We didn’t imagine one thing!” Robin said indig- 
nantly. “We heard that woman singing. We saw that 
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and....” 

“We saw her dress upstairs lying across the bed. 
It was wet with dew from the yard. If that wasn’t 
seeing a ghost... . Shhh!” Mindy put her finger to her 
lips in warning. “Judy and Amy are coming with 
your mom, Robin.” 

“Right! Mom doesn’t want us to scare Amy and 
Judy with more ghost stories. We'll talk to you later, 
Kevin.” 

The girls came in laughing and chattering, saw 
Michael, and pulled him down on a bench between 
them. 

“You can’t guess what we’re going to build for the 
sand-castle competition,” Amy said. “It’s sure to win 
a prize if we even half do it.” 

“It’s going to be an Irish castle!” Judy announced 
triumphantly. 

“Judy, you told! I wanted Michael to guess.” 

“You said he couldn’t ever guess. You know that 
big boy in your class, Michael, whose father is a 
colonel in the army?” 

“Yes, go on.” 
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“Well, he’s been to Ireland and he’s seen dozens of 
Trish castles, He told us about them. He said most of 
them were much bigger than Glengary Castle, with 
many towers instead of only two. We tried to make 
one but it was too near high tide. We'll make the real 
one farther back from the water. Boy, will it ever be 
keen! It will be terribly hard to do. Mom is going to 
take Judy and me over to Monteleone to meet Daddy 
for dinner on the wharf, Then he’s going to take us to 
look at a book of pictures of Irish castles in the coun- 
ty library. Why don’t you all come with us?” Amy 
added hospitably. “They could, couldn’t they, Mom?” 

“I was going to suggest it if you’d given me a chance 
to get a word in, Amy. We won’t be having dinner at 
home. Will you come with us?” 

“We probably should continue working here,” Mi- 
chael said. “And, gee, Mrs. Kane, it will give Mindy 
and me a chance we don’t often get. We'll treat this 
gang at the Cottage Corner, then get back to work. 
We sure have a lot to do. Mrs. Kane, have you been 
roped into baking cakes for the food sale on Fair 
Day?” 

“Have 1?” she answered, smiling. “I’m in charge of 
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cake baking.” She paused and looked around her. 
“My goodness, you’ve done a lot of work on the 
puppet play today! Is that a model over there for one 
of the sets?” 

“Oh, yes, Mom. Brenda must have made it. Mindy 
and I haven’t had a chance to look at it yet. It’s the 
model, I guess, that the rest of them will work from.” 

Robin told her mother, briefly, the plot of the play. 
“This must be the palace-garden scene. Isn’t it simply 
darling?” 

On a plywood board Brenda had built slender, 
pipe-cleaner trees, their branches dripping with wis- 
teria and mimosa made from embroidery floss. The 
lawn was carpeted with pieces of foam rubber dyed 
green. In the distance, subtly painted, misty moun- 
tains rose. 

“Brenda is a wizard!” Mindy exclaimed. “Gra- 
cious, I’ve seen miniature settings made by pro- 
fessionals that couldn’t compare with Brenda’s. I 
hope Daddy gets a chance to see them.” 

“Will you make others?” Mrs. Kane asked, amazed. 

Brenda nodded enthusiastically. “TIl make one 
room, maybe two, inside the castle. Then Pll show the 
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outside and the castle gate and the princes and their 
servants bringing gifts. The garden is where the cele- 
bration will be held when Lotus Blossom returns. 
With such gorgeous materials to work with, the mod- 
els just have to be colorful. You’ve seen those mar- 
velous puppets in the case at the castle, haven’t you?” 

“I saw them when you took them to San Francisco. 
You are making girl puppets to look like them, aren’t 
you?” . 

“Tm trying to, but heavens, they couldn’t ever be 
as exquisite as the ones at the castle. Did you know 
that they are worth a thousand dollars apiece?” 

Robin smiled. “That’s just because of their histori- 
cal value. The ones Brenda is making will be just as 
beautiful.” 

“You must all have worked like beavers. I hadn’t 
any idea you could turn out anything like this. I think 
your play promises to be the best the school has ever 
Lad. Please don’t work too hard tonight. Come on, 


girls.” 


The sky had darkened when the group finished eat- 
ing at the Cottage Corner. Black clouds had rolled in 
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from the east over the mountains, and rain had 
started to fall. 

“This would be a swell night for spooks, wouldn't 
it, Michael?” Kevin asked. “I suppose the old castle is 
teeming with them right now. Pushing chairs around 
... Singing songs... .” 

“You still don’t believe one word about what hap- 
pened today, do you?” Robin asked, “I wish you had 
been there. It’s still hard for me to believe you 
weren't.” 

“How would you like to go down there tonight?” 
Michael asked. “If the ghosts walked in broad day- 
light, just think what they’d do on a night like this.” 

“I'd like to have everyone go,” Robin said prompt- 
ly. “It’s the only way to convince you. I doubt if we 
can get Mindy to go back.” 

Mindy shivered. “I never want to see it again.” 

“Then we'll drop you off at Robin’s house,” Mi- 
chael said. “You can look at TV till we come back. 
Are you game to go, Brenda? I know Ted is.” 

“T wouldn’t miss it for the world,” Brenda said. 

“And I wouldn’t stay alone at Robin’s house for 
the world, either,” Mindy said. “I'll go, but I want 
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one of the boys on each side of me as we go in.” 

Michael had parked the Heap across the street. 
They ran for it and crowded merrily into the seats, 
dripping wet, for the shower had become a downpour. 

There were no streetlamps in the little village of 
Pacific Point. The residents had voted them down 
time after time, insisting that modern lighting would 
destroy the quaintness. There were times, and this 
was one, when timid souls like Mindy would have 
welcomed electricity. Michael’s headlamps threw a 
welcome beam along the shaded street they followed, 
piercing shadows and cutting through the curtain of 
rain, 

As they neared the ocean, the blackness was shat- 
tered by a brilliant flash of lightning. The castle was 
illuminated in stark and dazzling brightness. Then, 
with a deafening crash of thunder, blackness returned. 

All about them spread a wasteland of rocks, Great 
waves, wind-driven, rolled in to crash with wild force 
and retreat with hissing foam. Gulls, disturbed by the 
storm, dipped in restless fright, trailing their mourn- 
ful whimpers behind them. 

“Wuthering Heights!” Brenda exclaimed, peering 
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through the rain-fogged window, shivering. 

“What a setting!” Kevin shouted. 

“Let’s go back to your house,” Mindy suggested. 
“We can build a big fire in the fireplace.” 

“And pop some corn,” Robin said. “It’s getting 
colder and colder, and rainier and rainier.” 

“And darker and darker,” Brenda added nervously. 

“Robin, you really don’t mean to chicken out now, 
do you?” Kevin asked. “I think it’s a swell chance to 
see the spooks in all their glory. You know... dark 
of night with wind on the prowl, shadows crawling 
like black spiders, ivy curling around the turrets like 
snakes—” 

“J don’t know what author you’re quoting, Kevin, 
but please stop it. I’m not going to chicken out, either.” 

“I was quoting Kevin Kane, smarty. Everybody 
out, then! Have the key ready, Michael.” 

They ran up the long walk, their shoes making 
squeaking sounds in the lushness of the wet grass, 
and huddled around Michael as he put the key into 
the lock and threw open the huge door. 

He touched a switch inside the door and the hall 
lighted. The group stood blinking in the sudden 
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change from dark to light. From the entrance to the 
library far down the hall, heavy red velvet curtains 
glowed in the semidarkness. Michael laughed to ease 
the tension, and the sound echoed and reechoed. 

Somewhere, from someplace, water dripped 
slowly. Plink ... plink . . . plink. 

Robin drew a deep breath and ran ahead into the 
library, into the living room, into the dining room, 
into the kitchen, turning on lights till the great rooms 
blazed. 

Kevin, thinking that the mood had persisted long 
enough, began to tap-dance on the tiled floor, 
whistling “Dance of the Skeletons.” 

“Come on out, ghosts!” Ted challenged. 

The answer came in a long moan——mournful and 
agonizing. 

“There they are!” Mindy cried. She crowded close 
to Kevin and Michael and Ted. 

Ocooo0o0! Ooooooe! Oooooo! 

Far off in the valley a dog howled, then was silent. 
From a distant lighthouse a foghorn groaned dis- 
mally. Thunder crashed again. The girls screamed. 
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Now, LISTEN to me,” Michael said quietly. “Let’s be 
sensible about this. That moaning noise we heard 
could have been pigeons. There are dozens of them 
around the castle. The plooing of a pigeon is the 
saddest noise in the world. It’s almost human.” 

“Pigeons would be asleep now,” Brenda said 
practically. 

“Not in a storm,” Michael insisted. 

“It isn’t storming now,” Mindy whispered. “Or 
haven’t you noticed? It’s not even raining. Oh, I wish 
that dripping would stop!” 

103 


ROBIN KANE 


Plink ... plink ... plink ... plink. 

“At least it isn’t a ghost noise,” Kevin said with 
a laugh. “I haven’t heard a thing yet that I don’t 
often hear around our house. Or seen anything, 
either, that I don’t see at home. Gol! What’s that?” 

“Get out!” a hoarse voice shouted. “Go away! Go 
home!” 

“See?” Mindy shrieked. ; 

“Explain that, Michael!” Robin demanded in a 
terse voice. 

“I don’t believe I can. You come with me, Kevin. 
Ted, you stay with the girls. We'll see where that 
shouting is coming from.” 

“Get out!” the voice called again, then laughed 
raucously. “Go home!” 

“That’s just what I’d like to do,” Mindy said, half- 
crying. “Oh, who is that talking?” 

“Go home! Get out! Go away!” 

Ted put his finger to his lips. “Shhh! Listen!” 

“Get out! Go home! Go away!” 

“Let’s do go!” Mindy took Robin’s arm and pulled 
her around to face the door. “He keeps telling us to 
go home, over and over again.” 
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“That’s just it,” Ted said slowly. 

At that moment Michael and Kevin came back. 

“Get out! Go away! Go home!” 

Ted smiled. “Get it?” he asked the other boys. 

“A parrot!” Michael exclaimed. 

“No. A myna bird!” Robin said. “Where is it?” 

“That’s what I mean to find out. Let’s all try to 
find it. Brenda, you take the library. Robin, take 
the hall. Better yet, you and Mindy look everywhere 
downstairs. You know the house better than we do. 
It sounded to me as though it may have come from 
upstairs, Kevin. You don’t need to be scared any- 
more, Mindy. One of those birds can cry just like a 
human being, too. That accounts for the noise you 
heard this afternoon.” 

The boys clumped up the stairs. 

The girls dispersed to hunt through the downstairs 
rooms. 

“Go home! Get out! Go away!” the voice called 
over and over again, then laughed as though playing 
a game, 

“TI didn’t find a thing,” Robin said when Michael 
and Kevin and Ted came down the winding staircase. 
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“I guess Brenda and Mindy are still looking. Did 
you find anything?” 

“Not a thing,” Kevin replied. “Everything’s quiet 
up there. We didn’t even see the white dress you said 
you saw this afternoon.” 

“It was there when we left, wasn’t it, Mindy? 
. » « Where is Mindy? Oh, there you are. What 
happened?” 

Mindy rushed in from the back-stairs hall, her 
face flaming. 

“Why did you slam that door on the landing when 
you ran downstairs, Robin? The lock snapped and I 
couldn’t follow you. How did you get back here so 
quickly?” 

“I wasn’t near the stairs,” Robin said in surprise. 
“The door must have banged itself shut.” 

“It did not. Someone was ahead of me.” 

“Mindy, you have the best imagination in the 
world. You can turn anything into a mystery,” Mi- 
chael said with an affectionate smile. 

“Go home!” the voice shouted again. 

A bird whirred through the hall, beat against the 
chandelier, then disappeared. 
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“Did you see that?” Mindy demanded. “Is that my 
imagination? Robin and I saw a bird in here today. 
I told her then and I'll tell you now, Michael. Ghosts 
come into a house with birds!” 

“Not with bats, Mindy. That was a bat, not a bird. 
The turrets are probably full of bats.” 

“T hate them!” Mindy whimpered. “Slimy things! 
There goes that song again, too, Robin, the one we 
heard today. Isn’t it awful? I suppose you'll tell us 
that’s no song, and that’s no ghost voice.” 

“It isn’t,” Kevin shouted. “It’s that girl with the 
Three Troubadours.. . a recording.” 

“I told Mindy that same thing this afternoon,” 
Robin said. “We thought that you were getting it on 
your transistor.” 

“It’s someone playing a record now, Robin. That’s 
plain enough, isn’t it? It isn’t a ghost!” 

“T think if you’d been here this afternoon, Michael, 
even if you believed Kevin was playing tricks, you’d 
have found some things to puzzle you. Like that, for 
instance!” 

Far down the dark end of the hall the front door 
creaked open. A dark blob melted into the darker 
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blackness. A wet shape circled the blob, cried piti- 
fully, and then flashed up the stairs. 

Mindy screamed. Robin put out her hand to com- 
fort her friend. 

“Tt was that cat again,” Robin said. “The Siamese 
cat. I don’t know who let it in. I couldn’t see.” 

“T mean to find out,” Michael said, and he hurried 
to open the door. “There’s no one here. Follow that 
cat upstairs, Kevin! There you are, Brenda. Why, 
you're shaking! Are you cold?” 

“I’m freezing. 'm so afraid. Can we leave now?” 

“That doesn’t sound like you, Brenda,” Ted told 
her sharply. “We can’t leave until we get some sense 
out of what is going on here.” 

“I wonder,” Robin said thoughtfully. “I wonder if 
that front door blew open by itself. Did you shut it 
tight, Michael, when we came in? Of course you did. 
Then how—Mindy, did you leave that back-stairs 
door open when you came up from the landing? 
There may be a draft from the basement.” 

“I don’t know whether I left it open or not. Why 
are you asking all the questions?” 

“Because I'm beginning to agree with Michael and 
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Kevin that someone, and not a ghost, is trying to get 
us out of here. Heavens, who could it be?” 

“I don’t know,” Michael said, shaking his head. 
“You didn’t find the cat upstairs?” he asked Kevin 
and Ted. 

“No. No cat,” Kevin reported. “This whole busi- 
ness bothers me. I know only this: The ‘ghost’ stuff 
is out.” 

“Tt isn’t. Oh, it isn’t!” Mindy called from the win- 
dow. “Just look out there in the yard! Hear that 
wailing! Michael! Kevin! Come here and look.” 

In the moonlight the tombstones stood out starkly. 
From the darkness back of them a figure emerged, 
its long dark hair hanging about its shoulders. In its 
arms it carried a limp bundle, suggestive of an infant 
wrapped in a blanket. 

“It’s the ghost of Mrs. Gardineau, carrying her 
little drowned boy,” Mindy moaned, her face ashen. 
“She’s singing that sad song.” 

Michael dashed to the door. “It’s not the same 
voice. This is no recording. Come on, Kev. Ted, you 
go out in the kitchen and shut that basement door 
tightly. Put a chair against it. We don’t want any 
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more hanky-panky this time . . . no chance for 
anyone to get in or out. We've got to make sure of it.” 

Michael and Kevin dashed out the door. “Keep 
watching out the window, girls!” Michael called 
back. “Don’t let the ghost out of your sight!” 

“It’s gone now,” Mindy wailed. “It disappeared 
into the fog or just melted away. Oh, what was that 
crash out in the kitchen? Don’t go out there, Robin! 
Not by yourself. Wait for the boys.” 

Robin didn’t wait. 

When the boys burst through the front door crying 
out, “Did the ghost run through here?” Robin beck- 
oned them to the kitchen. 

The door to the basement stood wide open. A cold, 
dank wind filled the big old-fashioned room. Half- 
way across the room a chair lay on its side. 

“Did you use this chair to fasten the door shut?” 
Michael asked Ted. 

“J did. Exactly as you told me. I don’t like it, 
Michael. It’s spooky.” 

“Michael can explain it,” Robin said with a small 
laugh. 

“T can’t. You don’t need to make fun of me, Robin. 
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I can’t explain it. I don’t think it’s anything un- 
earthly, but I'll tell you frankly I don’t know what’s 
going on. If I hadn’t seen that woman out there 
myself... .” 

“We told you we saw her and heard her,” Robin 
said quietly. “Oh, dear! I was just starting to think 
that maybe Mindy and I did imagine things, That 
dripping! It makes my head spin.” 

“J don’t know where it’s coming from, either,” 
Michael said. “If the roof were leaking we’d see 
pools of water somewhere. Someone is doing it on 
purpose.” 

Plink ... plink ... plink ... plink. 

“Look! There’s another bird, too!” Mindy called 
frantically. 

“It’s a bat. It flew upstairs,” Robin said. “Is there 
any way to get into the turrets? Any stairs?” 

“Nope,” Kevin said. “Ted and I looked all over 
when we were hunting for the cat. Bats. Cats. Wom- 
en in white. How did they all vanish? Who upset 
that suit of armor you told us about in the hall? Did 
you take time to put it back up before you left? It’s 
standing upright now, isn’t it?” 
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“Yes, it is. Neither Mindy or I did a thing to it. 
That’s queer.” 

“Just a tidy ghost, that’s all,” Kevin said. “It picks 
up after itself, It hung up the white dress left on the 
bed, too.” 

“And used the same white dress just now,” Michael 
put in. “Something pretty odd is going on. Why? 
Let’s take it to pieces. Someone is determined to get 
us out of this castle. Why? It doesn’t make sense. If 
they wanted to steal anything they would have had 
plenty of time before now. The place has been empty 
for some time.” 

“Tt’s ghosts! Ghosts want this place to themselves!” 
Mindy wailed. “Oh, did you hear that?” 

Someone moaned in agony, and there was the 
heavy sound of an object falling. Then a slushing 
sound, a dragging sound. A door slammed. 

Oooooo000! Oovoovo0e! Oooooo! 

“Stay right here!” Michael commanded the girls. 
Then he and Kevin and Ted went into the kitchen. 

There was silence except for the plink, plink, plink 
that echoed throughout the castle. 

Mindy crouched in the corner, weeping. 
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Brenda stood against the wall, stony-faced and 
white. 

“Ym going out there!” Robin said suddenly. 

She was back in a moment, her face contorted. 
“You'd better stay right here in this hall,” she told 
Mindy and Brenda. “There’s something awful out 
there. It’s blood. ’m going back.” 

In the kitchen a pool of red was on the floor. On 
the ledge a big carving knife lay, its blade dripping 
blood. Chairs had been pushed aside, a table had 
been dragged across the room. The outside kitchen 
door stood open. Drops of blood led to the back 
door and down the steps. 

“I guess—we’d—better—get—out—of—here, as 
fast as we can,” Kevin mumbled. “If we don’t want 
to be murdered!” 

Robin stood in front of the ledge. She sniffed the 
air. Then she picked up the bloody knife, ran her 
finger over the blade, held it to her nose, and sniffed 
again. All of a sudden she began to laugh. 

“What’s wrong with you, Robin?” Kevin cried and 
grabbed her arm. “Let’s get out of here.” 

“Let me alone!” Robin said, struggling free. 
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“That’s not blood. It’s catsup! It’s one of the oldest 
movie tricks, Movies ... movies... . Say, Michael, 
does that give you any ideas?” 

“Not much,” Michael answered. “Gosh, that was 
gruesome. How did you guess it was catsup, Robin?” 

“It smeiled like catsup. Michael, do you think 
some rival movie outfit could be doing this? Did 
anyone bid against your father when his company 
bought this castle? It is a natural for a movie setting, 
and it probably couldn’t ever be copied for anything 
like what your father must have paid for it. Thank 
goodness that dripping has stopped and all the moan- 
ing and everything else, too. Whoever created this 
murder setup must be nearby and know now that the 
jig is up.” 

“Tt would take a sleight-of-hand performer to set 
up such a scene and disappear,” Ted said dubiously. 

“Or someone skilled in staging a show,” Robin 
insisted. “Don’t you think I’m on the right track, 
Michael?” 

Michael shook his head. “I doubt it, Robin. Mindy 
and I would have heard Dad say something about 
competition. This evening has me guessing. We may 
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as well go home now. What a day! Thank heaven 
things have calmed... .” He stopped abruptly when 
a scream rang out from the library. 

Then another scream. 

“Robin! Michael! Kevin! Ted!” Mindy screamed. 

“Coming! Hold tight!” Michael called. He tore 
through the hall to the library, Robin close after him. 

“It’s the puppets!” Mindy sqid. “They're gone. 
They’re gone from the case. Those expensive Chinese 
puppets. Someone stole them! Right out of the case, 
since we’ve been here! They were here when we 
came. I discovered they were missing when Brenda 
and I decided to check the library one more time 
before we went home.” 

Robin closed the door of the puppet case gently. 
“So that’s the answer, isn’t it? Someone did want to 
steal something. The puppets!” 

“They did, I guess,” Michael admitted. “But why 
did they go through all the crazy ghost business to do 
it? Why wait till we were right here to make off 
with them? It sure destroys your idea of a rival movie 
company, doesn’t it, Robin?” 

“It does.” Robin’s face was sober and thoughtful. 
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“Who would steal puppets? Who besides us would 
know how valuable they are? Why—why, who else 
but Sing?” 

“Sing?” Kevin asked in amazement. “Oh, no, 
Robin. Sing’s off visiting his relatives someplace in 
California . . . probably Los Angeles Chinatown. 
Why would Sing steal puppets?” 

“Because he’s out of a job and could get a quick 
two thousand dollars for them,” she said firmly. 
“Maybe four thousand . . . there are four puppets 
missing. You can bet your life it was Sing. Now our 
job is to find him. Our show for the Fair can’t go 
on without the puppets.” 

“He can’t have gone very far from here,” Michael 
shouted, suddenly convinced that Robin was right. 
“He must have gone out that back door after he 
spilled that catsup-blood. Hurry up! We'll get in the 
car and look for him. Hurry!” 

Out the door they went, falling over one another 
in their haste. They drove up one street and down 
another. Hardly a soul was in sight. Certainly no 
sign of Sing. 

When they had rounded the castle for a third time, 
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they finally decided to give up. 

“He’s sneaky, old Sing,” Kevin said. “He’d have 
to be, to get out of sight that quickly. If it was Sing.” 

“He could still be in the castle,” Robin said. 

“Tf he is, he can squeeze through keyholes,” Kevin 
said. “We’ve looked everywhere. He’s not there. 
We're right back again to the ghosts.” 

“And that’s where we’ve been all the time,” Mindy 
said wearily. “Ghosts can play jokes, too—like that 
catsup business, and the record. Can’t they, Brenda?” 

“T don’t know,” Brenda said lifelessly. “I just know 
I'm dead-tired and sick of the whole business.” 
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ALL NIGHT LONG Robin tossed sleeplessly. When she 
did sleep she dreamed. About ghosts. About the 
castle. About the disappearance of the Chinese pup- 
pets. About the woman in white. Several times she 
jumped and startled herself awake, dreaming of what 
had taken place. 

Sing must have taken the puppets. There was no 
other explanation. Someone had told Robin he called 
the puppets in the case in the library “Missy’s little 
boys.” Maybe Mrs. Gardineau, with her troubled 
mind, had imagined one of them really was her own 
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little boy who had drowned in Italy. 

They had to find Sing, wherever he was. But the 
boys didn’t seem to think he could possibly be in the 
castle. 

“T think he is,” Robin said to herself. “Even after 
he played that silly trick about the butcher knife and 
the blood ... ugh! He could have hidden from us 
then and not have run out of doors at all. Poor soul. 
He must have been desperate. 

“How can he stay right there in the castle, though, 
without anyone knowing it? He’d have to have food. 
He’d have to go and buy it somewhere, and somebody 
would have to see him. Unless he had food hoarded 
somewhere. But where? The boys are probably right 
—we’d better start hunting in some of the places 
where he may have been known. Some of those 
Chinese places on the wharf. They might not give 
out any information about their own people, though. 
Sing Ho was like that in San Francisco. Maybe he’d 
have told us if Michael had told him why the lawyers 
who are probating Mr. Gardineau’s will are trying to 
find Sing. Come to think of it, why are they? I don’t 
know, either. Michael did say, when we were in San 
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Francisco, that it would be to Sing’s advantage to let 
people know where he is. I suppose Mr. Gardineau 
left him some money. You'd think, though, he’d have 
told Sing about it when he made the will. 

“Oh, dear! I can’t get back to sleep. I might just 
as well get up. I hear Mom stirring, anyway. We have 
so much left to do to get ready for the Fair. All this 
ghost business, and now Sing! We haven’t listed more 
than a third of the books. 

“Only three more days till the Fair! Mr. Hunter 
probably will be showing up and we'll have to tell 
him about the missing puppets. Heavens, so many 
things to worry about. I don’t want to tell Mom and 
Dad any of it. They'll tell me to go to the police. We 
don’t want to do that. Not yet, anyway. Oh, dear!” 

Robin hurried downstairs to help her mother with 
the breakfast. The big kitchen was cozy. Oatmeal was 
bubbling; fresh orange juice and coffee were already 
on the table; rich Danish pastry was warming in the 
oven. 

“Good morning, dear!” her mother said and kissed 
her daughter. 

Immediately Robin was surrounded with a feeling 
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of family warmth and security. “Gee,” she thought to 
herself, “everything’s so normal here.” The strange 
world of the castle seemed very far away. 

“T haven’t seen much of you or Kevin or Mindy or 
Michael since Sunday,” Mrs. Kane said. “You seem 
to have been off to the castle day and night. I hope 
you'll soon be able to help Brenda and Ted with the 
puppets. That book listing should be, finished soon, 
shouldn’t it?” 

“I guess so, Mom. Isn’t Brenda doing a whale of a 
job?” 

“She is, indeed. I’ve never seen such artistry. Do 
you think Mr. Hunter will be here on Fair Day? 
Wouldn’t you just love it if he could step into the 
Huddle right now and see what is being done?” 

“Heavens, no!” Robin exploded without thinking. 

Her mother put down the fork she had been using 
to turn bacon and looked at Robin in surprise. 

“You wouldn't?” 

“No! That is, well ... we want him to see the play 
when it’s finished. Right now all he’d see would be 
paint and plywood.” 

“I doubt that. He has quite a bit of imagination. 
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That isn’t all Z see when I go to the Huddle. I see 
exquisite settings in miniature and enchanting prin- 
cess puppets. But I can understand, just the same, 
how you’d rather he’d see the whole thing when it is 
finished, I know Michael and Mindy hope he will be 
here for the Fair.” 

“Mmm-hmm. I guess so. Yes... .” 

Puzzled by Robin’s vagueness, her mother looked 
at her. “Your mind seems to be a million miles away. 
Maybe you'd like to hear a little about the castle 
Amy and Judy are building.” 

“IT would. Of course I would. How is it coming 
along? It’s some kind of an Irish castle they are 
building, isn’t it?” 

“It’s an enlarged model of Glengary Castle. It was 
a pretty ambitious undertaking for the girls. Judy will 
be arriving here pretty soon to start working on it 
again. Michael and Mindy will probably pick her up 
on their way here. You’d better pour some milk, 
Robin, and put the pastry on the table.” 

“Til do that, Mom. Then I’ll eat quickly and go out 
to the Huddle. Tell Mindy and Michael to come out 
there as soon as they get here, will you please?” 
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“The very first thing I want to do,” Michael told 
the group when they had assembled in the workroom 
after breakfast, “is to try and find Sing. I thought 
about everything a whole lot last night, and I’m sure 
it’s the best thing to do first. If you and Mindy want 
to go to the castle and keep on with the book listing, 
Robin, then Kevin and I will go over to Monteleone 
and look around.” 

“T wouldn’t be caught dead...” Mindy began, then 
covered her mouth with her hand, regretting her un- 
fortunate choice of words. 

“I don’t want to go back there,” Robin said, “un- 
less you boys go with us. I'll tell you one thing: ’m 
positive Sing is still at the castle.” 

“Where could he hide so that we wouldn’t have 
found him?” Kevin asked. “You always seem to put 
your finger right on the button when a mystery shows 
up, Robin, but this time you just have to be wrong. If 
Sing stole those puppets, he would have had to leave 
immediately or we'd have caught him red-handed. It’s 
up to us to find out where he took cover. He’s with 
one of his relatives in Monteleone, Ill bet, either on 
the wharf or uptown. One of the shopkeepers in 
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either place is sure to let out a hint.” 

“Then what’s keeping us here?” Robin asked. 
“Why don’t we all go? Brenda? Ted?” 

“Oh, no,” Brenda said quickly. “Ted and I can’t 
possibly go. There are only three more days till Fri- 
day and the Fair, and there’s so much to do, espe- 
cially since now a few more puppets have to be made.” 

“I know there is,” Robin agreed, “and we should 
be staying right here and helping, except that if we do 
find Sing and the puppets, it will save you that much 
work.” 

“T don’t mind the work. Pll be glad to work day 
and night. Pl make new puppets to take the parts of 
the emperors and the princes. Ill do anything!” 
Brenda’s face was serious, her eyes feverishly bright. 

“You are working far too hard, Brenda. Don’t try 
to make any substitute puppets until we are certain 
we can’t find the others. We surely will try to locate 
them. Ted, don’t let her work too hard!” 

“Tl try to slow her down, Robin. Whatever you do, 
don’t forget the rehearsal tonight. Be here for it even 
if you have to break out of jail!” 

“Jail?” Brenda asked, her eyes wide. 
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Kevin laughed. “It’s easy to see you don’t know 
Robin very well. My sister is gimlet-eyed and gum- 
shoed, and she always gets her man. She may land in 
jail first, or she could even land in China first, but 
she'll come up with the thief. We always go along 
with her, too.” 

“You know why,” Michael said, his eyes merry. 
“It’s because we have more fun, with Robin as our 
leader, than any other gang I know. Let’s be on our 
way. If we find Sing and the puppets, Brenda won’t 
be so swamped. If we don’t, we'll come back as soon 
as we can and help.” 

“We won’t show up without some news from Sing, 
that’s for sure,” Robin said firmly. “I doubt if we stay 
long in Monteleone, though. I think we'll prob- 
ably come right back to the castle for another hunt 
there. Something tells me—” 

“Whatever tells you is sending out false signals. 
There’s no life around that castle except ghosts. Say, 
that’s good!” Kevin chuckled. “No life except ghosts.” 


“TI guess we'd better try the wharf first,” Michael 
said as they drove off in the station wagon. “Someone 
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there may have seen Sing. Shall we try the gift shop 
at the entrance first?” 

Robin nodded. “This wild-goose chase is your idea, 
Michael. Yours and Kevin’s. You lead off.” 

The sky at the wharf was alive with gulls hunting 
scraps in the water under the piling. From the long, 
weather-beaten pier that led to the shops, small boys 
lowered wicker baskets baited with fish heads to catch 
crabs. 

Out in the water, brightly painted Portuguese 
shipping boats rocked, readying themselves to go 
out to the fishing beds for ling cod, bay salmon, and 
halibut. 

East of the pier, beautiful sailboats tacked from 
their slips for a day’s outing, mainsails taut and 
spinnakers plumping in the wind. 

The air blew fresh and free, pinking the cheeks of 
the visitors from Pacific Point—sharpening appetites, 
too, for it had been a long time since breakfast. 

“Let’s line up at the fish bar first,” Michael said. 
“T could handle an abalone sandwich. Anyone else?” 

“I'm starved,” Mindy said. “Our housekeeper, 
Manuela, wasn’t even up when we left. If it hadn’t 
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been for that pastry, Robin. . . . Let’s stop here.” 

“Gosh, I’m not hungry,” Robin said. “Make it 
snappy. When I think of all we have to do!” 

“Don’t be a worrywart!” Kevin said. “Gosh, I 
forgot how good fried prawns could be. Pass the cat- 
sup, please.” 

After they had eaten, the young people entered the 
gift shop, trying to appear casual. When a woman 
asked if she could help, Robin asked, “Did you know 
an elderly Chinese man who looked after the home 
of the writer in Pacific Point, Mr. Gardineau?” 

The woman’s face turned blank. “Why you ask?” 

“We haven’t been able to locate him in Pacific 
Point, and we have something to tell him,” Michael 
said, stepping to Robin’s side. “Something he will 
want to hear, Can you tell us anything about him?” 

“No. I know nothing. You want to buy something 
here?” 

“No, thank you.” Robin’s face reddened with em- 
barrassment. “I think not.” 


“That was that!” Kevin said outside, dusting his 
palms together. “We’ve just been given the old 
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brush-off! She knows something! I can tell.” 

‘[m not so sure,” Robin said dubiously. “She 
didn’t say anything one way or another.” 

“Have it your way,” Kevin said. “Want to give this 
place a try?” He stopped in front of a Chinese art 
gallery. The window was filled with delicate paint- 
ings in muted colors—birds, flowers, soft pink blos- 
soms, light green leaves, snow-covered mountains. 

Inside the gallery a Chinese man dressed in silken 
cap and long black robe greeted them. Robin knew 
better this time than to raise the question of Sing 
right away. She loved Chinese paintings and she said 
SO. 

“I’ve tried bamboo brushes. I don’t paint very well 
with any kind of brush,” she told the man. “Bamboo 
brushes, though, baffle me—and those little hard 
slabs of color! I wet them and brush and brush. None 
of the color comes off.” 

The man’s face crinkled, “That is not the way,” he 
said kindly. “It is this way.” He took a thin palette 
knife, held the small block of watercolor paint flat on 
the table in front of him, and scraped a fine powder 
from the block to the porcelain slab in the color box. 
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“You mix this powder with a very little water. See?” 

On a thin white sheet of rice paper a film of faint 
color followed his brush. It became a branch. Pink 
blossoms, then a bluebird, appeared. 

Robin watched, fascinated. She was so fascinated 
that she forgot their mission altogether; forgot till 
Kevin nudged her sharply. Startled, she knocked the 
painting to the floor. “I’m so sorry. I think we must 
go on. You see, we’re trying to find someone, an elder- 
ly man who has been living in Pacific Point named 
Sing Huang. Have you seen him?” 

The Chinese painter, once so polite, froze. 

“No Sing,” he said positively. “You maybe come 
back again sometime? Another lesson, maybe?” He 
bowed and led them to the door. “Good-bye.” 

They tried other places with no better luck. 

“Give up?” Kevin asked. “ ‘No Sing’ is all we get 
every place we go. Don’t think Chinese don’t have 
some kind of secret communications system. Maybe 
like jungle drums in Africa.” 

“T don’t know,” Robin said. “I think they are tell- 
ing the truth. All of them.” 

“Do you mean to say you think not a Chinese soul 
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in Monteleone ever heard of Sing?” Kevin asked. 

“T didn’t say that. I said they don’t seem to know 
where Sing is, and that could be the truth. How about 
going back to Pacific Point now, to the castle?” 

“Not till we’ve gone up into town,” Michael said. 
“The Chinese in the Monteleone shops just may give 
us a clue to Sing’s whereabouts.” 

“If you and Mindy don’t want to stay with us, 
Robin, you can take the bus back to Pacific Point,” 
Kevin suggested. 

“Oh, Mindy and I will go with you, won’t we? 
Shall we walk up Alvarado, or take the Heap to the 
middle of town, where the Chinese stores are?” 

“Td say walk,” Kevin answered. “Mike would 
never find a parking spot. It’s not far.” 

“Stay close to us,” Mindy said. “Why is it that the 
worst part of any Coast city is down around the 
ocean? They always have those tattoo parlors every- 
where, so sailors can get those terrible indelible 
things marked on their skin!” 

“Horrible!” Robin shuddered. “Look at this pawn- 
shop window, Mindy. Do you suppose people some- 
times have to pawn their treasures to buy food? I hate 
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to think about it, don’t you?” 

“Oh, I do,” Mindy said. “There are some pretty 
things here. Look at the antique jewelry. Our grand- 
mother had a garnet brooch just like that. See it, 
Robin?” 

“I see—but—Michael! Kevin! Come here! I see 
something a lot more important than a garnet brooch. 
That queer little carved ivory figure back there near 
the carnelian and jade snuffboxes, See?” 

Kevin crowded close to the window. “Yeah? So 
what?” 

“It’s a netsuke!” 

“Strike me purple! No! You can’t mean it! What’s 
a whatchamacallit—‘netsuke’?” 

“It’s one of those good-luck pieces that old Chinese 
men use to close their silk purses. That particular 
ivory netsuke belonged to Sing. I saw it on his purse. I 
couldn’t be mistaken. Remember that time I ran into 
him in the toy store at home? I saw it then. I know it 
was his. You come in with me while I ask about it. 
Then you'll see I’m right, That’s the clue we’ve been 
hunting for!” Robin was jubilant. 

In the shop a slender young Mexican boy seemed 
132 


GLENGARY CASTLE 


to be in charge. He smiled. “Something I can do?” 

“Tt’s the ivory netsuke in the window,” Robin said 
breathlessly. “That one!” She pointed. “Where did it 
come from? Did an old Chinese man bring it in 
here and pawn it? When?” 

“One question at a time, miss,” the Mexican boy 
said, his white teeth shining. “An old Chinese man 
did bring it in. Last night. Very late. We stay open 
till midnight. The old guy was kind of tottery. He 
wanted to sell the netsuke, not pawn it, but my dad 
wouldn’t buy it. Know why? It’s bad luck to buy a 
Chinese good-luck piece—bad luck for the guy who 
sells it and for the guy who buys it. Did something 
happen to the old man? He got knocked off in traffic, 
maybe?” 

“Not that we’ve heard. We hope not,” Robin said 
quickly. “What was his name? What address did he 
give you when he pawned it? Don’t you always get 
the name and address of a person who pawns some- 
thing so he can redeem it?” 

“Usually, but not this time. He wasn’t pawning it; 
he wanted to sell it. He wouldn’t give any address. He 
seemed so hard up. My dad told him he’d give him 
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a few dollars for it and he could come back and claim 
it any time he wanted.” 

“You don’t know any more about him than that?” 

“Nope. I don’t. Why not ask somebody down on 
the wharf?” 

“We did. Thank you, anyway.” Robin turned and 
walked slowly out of the store. 

“Now, what do you think of that?” Robin asked 
when they were outside. . 

“T think Sing pawned the whatchamacallit,” Kevin 
said. “What else?” 

“It means positively,” Robin said, nodding her 
head vigorously, “positively that Sing is back there at 
the castle, just where I told you he was all the time. He 
doesn’t have any money. Maybe he is hungry. We 
have to go back there right away and find him.” 

“Not this evening,” Michael said. “Rehearsal. Re- 
member? Right after dinner and on and on till dawn 
probably.” He sighed at the thought. “Gosh, Pll be 
glad when Fair Day is over, won’t you?” 

“Yes,” Robin said soberly. “But Pll be even glad- 
der when we find Sing. The rest of you may do as you 
wish, but I'll find him somewhere. See if I don’t!” 
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Do You CALL that a puppet play?” Kevin whispered 
in a hoarse voice to Robin. They were slumped in 
their seats in the front row of the auditorium at 
Cypress Junior-Senior High School after the first 
run-through at rehearsal. 

“No!” Robin said unhappily. “Bad luck seems to 
still be after us. Everything seemed wrong!” 

“Not everything,” Michael said quietly. “The play 
is good, The scenery is terrific. The candy-striped 
stage looks okay. Calm down, Robin. Itll turn out 
all right. You just wait and see if it doesn’t.” 
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“The puppets are simply beautiful,” Mindy whis- 
pered. “What is wrong, Robin?” 

“The principal thing is that there aren’t any men 
puppets for the important parts. That makes the 
whole thing look lopsided. But who are we, to crit- 
icize? We haven’t helped one bit with the production. 
We've been too upset.” 

“We should have helped more,” Mindy said sadly. 

“Yes, we should. Brenda looks like a ghost herself. 
She’s been carrying the whole load. She’s so jittery. 
I thought she’d never get the strings untangled on 
those puppets after we got them here, Heavens, if 
they’re tangled like that on Fair Day we won't get 
them going till time for the dance that night.” 

“Have a little patience, Robin,” Michael urged. 
“Have you ever known a time when dress rehearsal 
wasn’t painful?” 

“Oh, dear, I guess not. I feel so ashamed to have 
left so much of the hard work to Brenda and Ted. 
Don’t ever let her know we don’t think the rehearsal 
is perfect.” 

Kevin snorted. “As though you could fool Brenda. 
Anyway, all the rest of the arrangements for the Fair 
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seem to be okay. Some of the guys are going to sell 
eucalyptus fire logs in one of the booths. Neat!” 

“Everyone in school has been working hard,” 
Robin admitted, looking around the room. “Those 
gift booths! Just look at the shell-covered bookends, 
handmade pottery, dried starfishes and sea urchins, 
and driftwood figures! They'll all be sold. Mom said 
the bake sale is going to be the best yet, and Amy 
said the sponsors for the sand-castle competition said 
they'd never seen such good work. I guess everything 
will turn out all right.” 

“Sure it will,” Michael said reassuringly. 

“Except those puppets!” Robin reminded him 
sadly. “Another thing: It’s good that nobody asked 
how our listing of books is going. If we had told them 
about the ghosts at Glengary Castle, we’d have been 
hooted out of the auditorium.” 

“They won’t hoot when you turn in the money you 
eatn,” Kevin said practically. “How about going 
backstage now and giving Brenda and Ted a hand?” 


As soon as Michael and Mindy stopped by the 
Kane home the next morning, the four of them 
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hurried to the castle. They were sleepy-eyed and quiet. 
They were apprehensive, too. 

“It’s anybody’s guess what they'll try next,” Kevin 
said. “You’d think they’d run out of tricks sometime.” 

“There isn’t any ‘they,’ ” Robin said quickly. “It’s a 
‘him.’ It’s Sing. It shouldn’t take long for us to find 
where he’s hiding.” 

“T don’t know how you can say that, Robin. If he’s 
in the castle, he’s a magician,” Kevin’ said. “We've 
looked over every inch of that spooky old place.” 

“Nobody looked in the basement, did they?” Robin 
asked. 

“No. At least I didn’t. Do you mean to say you 
didn’t look there? You girls were supposed to take the 
downstairs while Michael, Ted, and I hunted up- 
stairs.” 

“I did start down the basement steps,” Mindy re- 
membered, “when Robin slammed the door on me.” 

Robin shook her head vigorously. “I did not slam 
the door. I told you that before.” 

“I’m sorry. Someone did.” 

“Possibly Sing?” Michael suggested. 

“We can soon find out,” Kevin said. 
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“Tt had better be soon,” Michael said. “The girls 
have to hustle if they’re going to finish the listing. I 
didn’t tell you this, but Dad called last night. He told 
Manuela to tell us he’s coming up to Pacific Point the 
day before the Fair. That doesn’t give us too much 
time. He’s going to bring a crew with him. They want 
to clear out everything in the castle and begin work 
on the setting for the movie. Here we are. Ill just 
park here.” 

“Everything seems to be quiet,” Kevin said. 

“Uncannily quiet,” Robin said as they approached 
the front door. “I don’t even hear the gulls.” 

“The sea’s mixing it up, though,” Kevin said. 
“Gosh, Michael, listen to those waves. Do you think 
we'll ever go surfing again? Or sailing?” 

“I haven’t even had time to look at the ‘Storm- 
along’ to see if the old sloop’s still there. I never 
thought I'd stay away from her that long.” 

“And I haven’t had one minute to go to the ranch 
to see my Nugget!” Robin sighed. “I haven’t been sep- 
arated from him this long since your father gave him 
to me for my very own. Oh, dear, Mindy, just look 
at all those shelves of books we still have to list!” 
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“But look at the piles and piles of them we have 
listed,” Mindy said optimistically. “In spite of all our 
worries.” 

Michael took off his sweater and threw it on a chair. 
The air in the big old castle seemed stuffy and moldy. 

The quiet which surrounded them was more men- 
acing than the noise had been. Only the grandfather 
clock in the hall intruded. Tick ... tock. Tick... 
tock. Tick ... tock. 

“Why don’t you girls go right ahead with your 
work?” Michael asked. “Kevin and I will investigate 
the whole place. We'll take our time. If the ghosts are 
still here, they sure haven’t started their barrage yet. 
There’s no water dripping. No moaning. No myna 
bird. No records.” 

“No bloody knives,” Kevin added. “Gosh, Mindy,” 
he said exasperatedly, “you knew that ghost business 
was phony. Now you jump every time one of us opens 
his mouth.” 

“Tf Robin and I work on the books,” Mindy 
warned, “don’t either one of you go out of shouting 
distance! Robin, this old dingy library is still spooky, 
isn’t it?” 
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“Wait till I pull back the curtains.” Robin sneezed. 
“Why anyone wants old velvet dust-catchers like 
these, Pil never know. They make everything so dark 
and unearthly.” She pulled a cord and the traverse 
hangings slid back, letting in sunshine. “That’s better.” 

As Mindy laboriously moved an armload of books 
from shelf to table, she muttered, “I just hope those 
boys remember not to go far away. I'm not sure I can 
quiet down enough to work. My hands are shaking; 
aren’t yours, Robin?” 

“No, I’m not afraid here, but I’d rather be helping 
Michael and Kevin hunt for Sing. You know, they 
don’t really believe he’s here in this castle. I know he 
is. Oh, dear, if we have to get this job done, we have 
to get it done.” 

The big room was awesomely quiet. 

Outside, the surf beat with a hollow boom. 

From time to time Mindy sighed. Then Robin. 

The boys came up from the basement. 

“There’s no one hiding down there,” Michael said. 

“Only water rats, if you care for them,” Kevin 
added. 

Mindy shuddered. 
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“How could water rats get down there?” Robin 
asked, wondering. “Was a basement window open?” 

“That night we were here, we noticed icy air com- 
ing from somewhere below,” Mindy said. “Don’t you 
remember when it blew open the door after Ted had 
propped a chair against it?” 

“Maybe the same person pushed it open who 
slammed the door on you earlier in the evening,” 
Robin said. “Maybe Sing.” . 

“For heaven’s sake, why?” Kevin asked. 

“TI don’t know why. I just know I have that queer 
feeling I get when I’m on the right track,” Robin said. 
“There was icy air coming from the basement the 
night of the storm.” 

“There isn’t any there now,” Kevin said. “It smells 
like a tomb, and it looks like a labyrinth. Catacombs 
and passages run here and there. It wouldn’t be 
difficult to get lost.” 

“Did you look in every one?” 

“Yes, I did, Robin, every single one. It was fright- 
ening. Whenever I'd open a door down there I was 
sure I was going to stumble onto a torture chamber.” 

“Oh, dear!” Mindy groaned, “I don’t care, Kevin, 
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if you do think I’m a scaredy-cat. It’s bad enough 
working in this gloomy old library without someone 
talking about water rats and torture chambers.” 

“I’m sorry. Honest. I thought what I said was so 
fantastic that you'd know I was kidding. I guess we’d 
better look upstairs now, Michael. I really am sorry, 
Mindy.” 

“That’s all right. Don’t go far away!” 

The girls could hear the boys upstairs going 
through rooms, shutting doors, raising curtains, try- 
ing casement windows, calling out to one another. 

When she heard their heavy feet coming down- 
stairs, Robin looked up questioningly. 

Michael shook his head. “Not a soul up there, 
human or ghost. It looks as though whoever pulled all 
those stunts has disappeared. Let’s go outside, Kevin, 
and look in all the shubbery.” 

“Leave the door open!” Mindy called. “Don’t go 
off the grounds.” 

As Robin carried a pile of listed books to the 
finished shelves, she suddenly stopped and stood 
listening. 

At the front door someone cried pitifully. 
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Mindy jumped from her chair. “I'll call the boys!” 

“Wait!” Robin walked around the table, then went 
to the doorway. “Whoever it is is just outside the front 
door, Listen!” 

The mournful crying went on. Then they heard a 
scratching, followed by a wailing half-growl, half-cry. 

“T think it’s that Siamese kitty,” Robin said. “I'm 
going to open the door.” 

“Don’t you dare do any such thing, Robin Kane!” 
Mindy cried in a terrified voice. “Tll call the boys.” 

“Oh, rubbish, Mindy. I know a cat’s cry.” 

When Robin opened the big door the Siamese cat 
came in and wobbled to a corner. There it sat eyeing 
them menacingly, its blue eyes blinking. 

Robin loved cats. She bent over it. “Kitty! Kitty! 
Kitty!” she cooed, 

The cat shuddered, jumped in the air, and 
scratched Robin viciously, leaving red streaks on 
her arm. Then it headed up the stairs with a wail. 

“Come on, Mindy,” Robin cried. “Let’s see where 
it goes!” 

“Not on your life! I'll get the boys!” 

Robin reached the top of the stairs just in time to 
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see the cat disappear into a bedroom closet. She hur- 
ried into the room, looked into the closet, then shook 
her head and rubbed her eyes. The closet was empty! 
No cat anywhere! 

“Kitty! Kitty! Kitty! Kitty!” 

From the corner of a shelf Robin heard a gurgling 
cry and looked up. There sat the Siamese cat, gazing 
longingly toward the closet ceiling. Robin’s eyes fol- 
lowed. Dangling next to the wall was the raveled end 
of a rope. Her mind worked busily. 

This room is right under the far turret, she thought. 
There could be a staircase that lets down from the 
closet ceiling, I never thought of a room in the turret. 
If I had a ladder I could puil on that rope and see. 

“Michael! Come here! See what I’ve found!” 
Robin hurried to the window and called out. 

In a few moments Michael dashed up the stairs, 
Kevin and Mindy close behind him. From the shelf 
above, the cat cried and spat at the newcomers. 

When Michael brought a ladder, Robin was the 
first one up. Trembling with excitement, she reached 
for the rope. With a slight tug the ceiling opened 
and a ladder began to lower at the end of the rope. 
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When the opening widened, the cat gave one con- 
vulsive leap, scrambled over Robin’s head, and dis- 
appeared above. 

Because the ladder Michael had brought did not 
reach the ceiling, Robin scrambled down quickly and 
pulled the concealed ladder down till it rested on the 
floor. Kevin put his foot on the first rung. 

“No, sirree!” Robin shouted. “Finders keepers!” 
She hurried eagerly up the steps, put her head 
through the opening, looked around, and cried out, 
“For heaven’s sake, you should see this place! You 
wouldn’t believe what is up here.” 

“Hurry up there,” Kevin cried impatiently. “Get 
off the ladder so we can go up.” 

‘“Tt’s unbelievable!” Robin continued. “Mr. Gardi- 
neau must have done all his writing up here. It’s a 
little apartment. There’s a typewriter and desk, a 
floor lamp, a study lamp, and a big easy chair. I can 
see an opening into a kitchenette. There’s a bath- 
room, too. The floor is carpeted. There’s an outside 
window with curtains. Heavens!” 

“Oh, Robin, do pull yourself up. We want to see, 
too,” Kevin begged. 
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Startled, Robin looked down, apologized, then 
slowly raised her body and left the ladder. In a mo- 


ment she let out a great gasp. 
“Sing is here.” Robin’s voice was a husky whisper. 

“He’s here. He’s lying on the daybed. He’s so white. 

Michael! Kevin!” Her voice rose to a frantic shriek. 


“Come up quickly!” 
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ROBIN RAISED the window shade, letting in a shaft 
of light that fell on the bed where Sing lay. Then she 
bent over him, Michael at her side. 

“Do you think he’s. . . dead?” she whispered. 

Michael took one of Sing’s thin, long hands in his 
and rubbed it vigorously. Then he lifted the old man’s 
head slightly and lowered it back gently. 

“Michael, do—do you think . . .?” Robin’s ter- 
tified eyes sought Michael’s. 

Michael put his ear over Sing’s chest and listened. 
“Tm not sute,” he said softly, “Robin, you listen.” 

Robin put her ear close over Sing’s heart. She 
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caught a faint movement as the old Chinese drew a 
breath. 

“Water!” he whispered. 

“Kevin! A glass of water. There in the kitchenette. 
Quickly!” 

Robin held the glass to Sing’s lips. He took a few 
sips, then sank back on the pillow. 

“The first thing we have to do, and it had better be 
quickly, is to get this man to a doctor. Ill go for 
help.” Michael started down the ladder. 

“You can telephone, you know, from the Smiths’ 
house, just where you turn to come down the castle 
road,” Kevin said. “Say, why don’t I go and tele- 
phone? You stay here with Robin. ’m no good 
around sick people.” 

“Neither am I,” Mindy said. “Pll go with you.” 

“Whatever you do, do it quickly,” Robin called 
after them. “Say it’s an emergency. I think Sing is 
terribly sick. I don’t know what’s wrong with him.” 

From the corner, the Siamese cat cried pitifully. 

“Water!” Sing whispered again. “Milk—for Ming 


“The kitty?” Robin asked in surprise. 
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Sing nodded feebly. 

Robin gave the old man a few more sips of water. 
Then she went to the refrigerator for milk for Ming 
Toy. The cat got up shakily to follow her. It stood 
waiting, meowing. 

Like Mother Hubbard’s cupboard, the refrigerator 
was bare. 

Robin opened the cabinet doors above her and 
below her, then looked in the bread box. Finally she 
saw the garbage pail under the sink. It was empty. 

“Michael, there isn’t one crumb of food in this 
whole place. I believe Sing is nearly starved. That man 
at the pawnshop said he was tottery. No wonder!” 

Michael shook his head. “I can’t believe it.” 

“That anyone could starve in Pacific Point? 
Neither can I.” 

Robin knelt by Sing’s bed. “Why did you do it, 
Sing? Michael, that cat is nearly starved, too. It could 
hardly walk through the front door when I let it in.” 

“Bird,” Sing whispered, his voice scarcely audible. 

On the window ledge the cloth over a birdcage 
fluttered. Michael snatched it off. “The myna bird!” 
he exclaimed. 
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“Go home!” the bird squawked weakly. “Go 


away!” 

“The bird looks as if it’s nearly starved, too,” 
Robin exclaimed. 

“But why?” Michael asked Sing. 

He only whimpered. He didn’t answer. 

“Don’t ask him another thing till we get a doctor 
and some food for him. I don’t have a bite of food 
with me except a chocolate bar. I’d Be afraid to give 
him that now, he’s so weak. Oh, why doesn’t Kevin 
come back here with help. And Mindy! How will 
anyone ever get Sing down out of here on that 
flimsy ladder?” 

After a few moments the door downstairs opened 
with a clatter. Heavy feet ran up the stairs, into the 
closet, and up the ladder. A fireman’s head appeared 
through the opening. He pushed a stretcher ahead of 
him. A doctor was close behind. 

Robin slumped into a chair beside Sing’s bed and 
watched the rescue group take over. In what seemed 
like only a few seconds, they had given Sing oxygen 
and put him on the stretcher, strapped him tight, and 
lowered him downstairs on the ladder. 
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Outside the castle, Sing was lifted gently into the 
emergency fire ambulance and sent on his way to 
the hospital in Pacific Point. 

“T want to follow them,” Robin said determinedly. 
“Mindy, will you and Kevin please feed the cat and 
myna bird?” 

“Of course,” Mindy answered. “T'll go back to the 
Smiths’ and get some bread crumbs for the bird and 
milk for the cat. Then Kevin and I will take them 
over to your house, Robin, while you and Michael go 
to the hospital.” 

“That will be perfect. Now, Michael, will you 
please take me to the hospital? Isn’t this whole thing 
sad? Sing was too proud to let anyone help him. He 
actually needed food. That’s why he was trying to 
pawn that netsuke.” 

“T wonder,” Kevin said with a frown. “Don’t for- 
get, he took the puppets, Robin. Oh, I know he’s 
sick, but stealing is stealing just the same.” 

“Tf ever stealing could be justified . . .” Robin 
murmured. 

“It was all so unnecessary—starving himself and 
his cat and bird,” Michael said. “He surely knew he 
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had that inheritance from Mr. Gardineau and se- 
curity here in the castle.” 

“He probably didn’t know that. You haven’t even 
told us any of the details of Mr. Gardineau’s will. I 
just assumed that he had left something for Sing. ’'m 
sure Sing doesn’t know anything about the will. That 
just has to be the answer. Poor Sing!” 

“Poor Sing, yes,” Kevin agreed. “I'm sorry for 
him now. But, gosh, Robin, he did make off with the 
puppets. Don’t forget that. I wish Mindy would 
come back with food for this banshee. Heavens, cat, 
we're trying to get something for you to eat!” 

“Meow!” Ming Toy said sadly. “Meow!” 


Robin and Michael stayed at the hospital all after- 
noon. “I have to talk to Sing as soon as he’s able to 
talk,” Robin insisted. 

“It’s past our dinner time now. It may be morning 
before we can talk to him,” Michael answered. 

“Please,” Robin begged. “You can get some sand- 
wiches in the snack bar and bring them here. I don’t 
want to move. The nurse might come for us.” 

“Everybody will be wondering what happened to 
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us. At least let’s telephone.” 

“We don’t have anything to tell anyone yet. Let’s 
wait till we’ve talked to him, then go home and tell 
everybody the whole story.” 

Michael shrugged his shoulders. “Okay, Robin, 
we'll wait.” 


It was almost eight o’clock when the nurse came 
for them. 

In Sing’s room, another nurse was just completing 
an injection of glucose into the old man’s arm. Sing’s 
face showed a tinge of color. He was stronger. When 
the nurse had gone he motioned Robin and Michael 
to chairs beside his bed. His face was unsmiling. 

“I wish I had died,” he said sadly. “So much 
trouble for all of you... scared you so... ghosts... 
I'm sorry.” His voice grew stronger. “Very, very 
sorry.” 

“That’s all over now,” Robin said quickly. “I'm 
glad you're feeling better. It was wonderful that we 
found you in time to help you.” 

“Much better I die,” Sing repeated. 

“Please don’t say that,” Michael said quickly. 
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Then he smiled. “You sure did a good job of scaring 
out the girls, if that was what you wanted.” 

“JT loved Missy. I want to stay in castle always.” In 
spite of himself, tears came to the old man’s eyes. “I 
getting along fine till all at once girls, boys every- 
where. Castle sold. No place to go. I almost go crazy.” 

“Did you do all those weird tricks all by yourself?” 
Robin asked. . 

Sing nodded. 

“That woman’s voice singing?” 

Sing nodded. “Record. It was on record.” 

“T understand,” Michael said. “Were you the ghost 
in the garden, too? It was you singing that time?” 

Sing nodded again. “Wore Missy’s dress. Wig. I 
have to run fast up back stairs, take off dress, hide in 
closet. Sing know all hiding places in castle.” 

Robin’s eyes crinkled mischievously. “It was the 
catsup on the knife that gave you away, Sing. That’s 
where you slipped.” 

“Tt work all right on television,” Sing said, shame- 
faced. 

“And that icy blast from the basement. Remember 
the door slamming shut when you ran ahead of Mindy 
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down the stairs?” Robin asked, 

“What door slam? I not run downstairs. What you 
mean? J not understand.” 

“TI guess that’s something you just forgot. Where 
could that icy blast have come from, though?” 

“Cold air come up from tunnel to ocean some- 
times,” Sing said. “Sing always keep door closed. 
Missy never like that tunnel or basement.” He sighed 
heavily and closed his eyes. “I remember. I close 
door after you go, night of storm. You open it. Not 
Sing.” Suddenly he sat up straight and turned to 
Michael. “You ever been hungry?” 

Michael shook his head. 

“You ever have no place to go?” he asked Robin. 
“Tm so sorry I scare everybody. Not know what to 
do. No place to go. No place to live when Missy and 
Master died.” 

“That’s where you’re wrong, Sing,” Michael said 
firmly. “I don’t know the exact terms of Mr. Gardi- 
neau’s will, but I know this: He left you some money, 
and his will gave you the right to live in that castle 
till you die. I hope that will be a long, long time. 

“You see, my father’s company bought the castle 
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to use in moving pictures. There will be some changes 
made on the inside. There is one change, though, that 
can never be made, because it was one of the con- 
ditions of the sale of the property to my dad. You are 
to have a home there always. I'm sure he left you 
some money, too, for your living expenses. I wonder 
why Mr. Gardineau didn’t tell you all this a long 
time ago.” 

“He want to surprise me,” Sing said slowly. “My 
Missy took care of Sing. All my life I live there now. 
No more ghosts. Always live in Glengary Castle.” 

“Yes!” Michael said happily. “Forget all that ghost 
business. Get well and strong soon so you can go 
back home. People will be working there, but while 
they are you'll be snug in that upstairs study. Forget 
all your troubles!” 

Sing smiled happily and relaxed on his pillow. 

Michael got up from his chair to leave. 

Robin still sat, reluctant to say what she had to 
say. 

“His troubles aren’t all over, Michael. Neither are 
ours. You’ve forgotten about the missing puppets.” 

Michael turned abruptly. “Oh. Sing, what did you 
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do with the puppets? The rare old ones that were in 
that case in the library? We were planning to use 
them in the play at our school Fair. We found them 
missing. You wanted to pawn them, I guess, as you 
did your netsuke.” 

Sing sat straight up in bed. His face whitened. 

Robin jumped up from her chair to restrain him, 
afraid he would faint. 

“Chinese puppets stolen?” Sing asked. “When?” 

“The night of the storm,” Robin said. “The night 
you did so many things to scare us out of the castle. 
That was the final thing you did.” 

“I did not steal puppets!” Sing said, his voice 
strong now. “Puppets were Missy’s little boys. How 
somebody steal them?” 

“We don’t know. Before we left that night of the 
storm we discovered they were missing, They disap- 
peared right out of the case. Oh, come on, now, Sing,” 
Michael said. “You knew you could sell them quick- 
ly. We do need them now, though, for our show.” 

“Stop! Stop your talk!” Sing commanded. “Maybe 
I scare people so they leave castle, That was wrong. 
Sorry, very sorry. Sing did not steal puppets.” 
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Michael’s face was serious. “I believe you, Sing. 
I believe you now. And I beg your pardon for what 
I’ve said. Anyone would think, though, with all that 
ghost business and finding the puppets gone—” 

“IT understand,” Sing said sadly, “but Sing no 
steal.” 

“Then who?” Robin asked wonderingly. “Who did 
steal them?” 

*¥ don’t know. I don’t know now.” Sing’s brow 
wrinkled. His voice was strong. “When I leave hos- 
pital... soon... I find out who steal my Missy’s 
little boys. Sing find out. Maybe bad Chinese in 
Monteleone. Maybe bad Chinese in Chinatown. Sing 
find out. You no worry.” He patted Robin’s hand. 
“T find thief.” 

“Well, Michael,” Robin said as they descended in 
the elevator, “we have something to tell the others, 
don’t we? And the news is both good and bad.” 
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Downstarrs Robin and Michael found Mindy and 
Kevin waiting for them. 

“You didn’t telephone,” Kevin said anxiously. “We 
just had to know about Sing. Mom said we'd better 
take the bus over here and—” 

“How is Sing?” Mindy interrupted anxiously. 

“Much better. He'll be all right soon. He had had 
almost nothing to eat for days. Can you imagine 
that? Poor guy.” 

“That's bad,” Kevin said. “Brenda almost had a 
fit. Ted said that poor as they were, they’d never been 
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hungry. I suppose Sing told you about the puppets?” 

“Oh, dear,” Robin sighed wearily. “You'll never 
in all the world believe what we have to tell you now. 
You thought, didn’t you, that the mystery of the 
missing puppets was solved when we found Sing and 
the cat and the myna bird in that secret room in the 
castle? So did Michael and I. Guess what!” 

Mindy’s mouth fell open. “Sing didn’t steal the 
puppets?” 

“No, he didn’t. We’re right back where we started. 
Except that we know Sing did do all those spooky 
things to scare us away from the castle. He pretended 
to be that woman ghost. He played that song on a 
phonograph in Mr. Gardineau’s study. He had a hose 
rigged up to drip into a bucket on the back porch. 
That awful plink, plink, plink. I have no idea where 
he got all those scary ideas. He thought ghosts would 
scare people away from a haunted place. He thought 
that then he could live there and find some kind of 
a job to earn money for food. Poor old man!” 

“Tm not so sure,” Kevin said slowly. “If he did 
those terrible things, he’d steal puppets, too. I don’t 
believe his story.” 
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“He didn’t steal them, Kevin,” Robin said posi- 
tively. “I know it. Thank goodness he won’t have to 
worry anymore about a place to live. Michael told 
us the Gardineaus left him some money and the right 
to a room in the castle. Sing didn’t know it till Mi- 
chael told him today. He’d been almost crazy with 
worry. He was hungry. He was almost ready to com- 
mit suicide. And he didn’t steal the puppets.” 

“Then who did?” 

“Sing says he'll find out. But I'm really afraid he 
hasn’t any more idea where to look for the thief than 
we have. We'll just have to work it out ourselves. 
There just had to be someone else in the castle that 
night. It wasn’t a ghost, either. It was a real person, 
a desperate person who knew those puppets were 
worth an awful lot of money. Pil never rest now till 
I find the thief.” 

“Oh, boy! You don’t need to tell us you won’t rest 
till you find out, Sis. Neither will we! Here we go 
again on the merry-go-round! Let’s go back to the 
Huddle. Wait till Ted and Brenda hear this!” 

In the station wagon Mindy said, “We have to go 
by the castle to see if the latch is snapped, Kevin, 
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remember?” She leaned forward to speak to Robin 
and Michael in the front seat. “Kevin would like to 
check the front door of the castle to make sure it’s 
latched securely.” 

“Tl swing around that way to be sure. It won't 
take a second.” 

“It had better not,” Robin told Michael. “We'll 
have to tell everyone the whole story when we get 
home. Mom. Dad. Ted. Brenda.” 

Mindy shook her head sadly. “Brenda will be up- 
set. She’ll still have to make men puppets to fill in 
the show. Oh, dear! This whole thing has been jinxed 
from the start. First the ghosts, then— Oh! Oh!” 
Mindy’s sentence ended in a shriek. She pointed a 
shaking finger toward the castle. “Do you see there 
in the moonlight? See those two people running 
around the corner?” 

Michael’s brakes screamed. The boys grabbed 
flashlights out of the glove compartment and were 
out of the Heap the minute it stopped. They jumped 
the gate and sprinted over the lawn. The girls fol- 
lowed as fast as they could. 

They ran to the back of the house, down to the 
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tocks, then around the other side of the old building, 
then past the front and around to the back again. 

Clouds darkened the moon, but their flashlights 
gleamed ahead down tangled, overgrown paths. They 
could see no one. 

Panting, the four of them huddled in the shadows. 

“I did see someone,” Mindy insisted. 

“Of course you did. It had to be the thieves!” 
Robin’s shoulders drooped in frustration. 

Michael rubbed his forehead in bewilderment. 
“They couldn’t just disappear!” 

“Gosh, no! Say!” Kevin snapped his fingers. “Do 
you remember that tunnel Sing mentioned? The tun- 
nel to the basement?” 

“Exactly!” Michael was on his feet in an instant, 
his flashlight focused on the castle’s weed-covered 
foundation. “Where would the tunnel start? It must 
be farther down toward the ocean, Robin. Don’t you 
remember that blast of cold air?” 

“The opening would have to be above the high 
tide mark,” Robin said breathlessly as she and Mi- 
chael started toward the ocean, Kevin and Mindy 
were close behind. 
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The moon broke through the clouds again, wash- 
ing the whole garden with eerie silver light. Halfway 
from ocean to castle, where the shadows darkened, 
Robin saw the outline of a grotto. Clumps of coarse 
yellow broom straggled around the opening. Robin 
and Michael forced their way through. 

“It’s here!” Robin called exultantly as she stood 
before a cellar door thrown back, darkness yawning 
ahead of it. “It’s exactly where they disappeared. 
Come on, gang!” 

Inside, she held up a warning finger. “Shhh! Can 
you hear anyone moving?” 

They faced the blank wall of a long, musty, dank 
corridor. Quiet and breathless, they listened. A rusty 
hinge creaked. Nearby something rustled softly. 
There was a skitter of little feet. 

“Rats!” Mindy gasped and pressed closer to 
Robin. 

“Hush!” Robin whispered hoarsely. “Listen!” 

Far down ahead of them footsteps echoed—lightly, 
softly, but definitely footsteps. 

In a second Robin’s heels were flying. Ahead of 
her the steps became frantic, pounding up one 
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corridor, down another. At times she could have 
reached out and touched the thieves except for the 
concrete wall between. Close behind Robin came 
Michael, Mindy, and Kevin. 

“It—just—has—to—-end—somewhere!” Robin 
gasped, “There—has—to—be—an—exit!” 

“Keep on!” Michael urged. “At least the thieves 
are inside the castle.” . 

Robin began to stumble after a moment, as her 
flashlight scarcely penetrated the blackness. The air 
was moldy and stifling. 

“There’s a queer, spicy smell here,” Robin whis- 
pered. At that moment she tripped and fell against 
the wall. “Ouch! My head! This place is full of junk! 
I can’t get through!” 

“Are you hurt?” Michael asked anxiously. “That 
does it, Robin! We’re just running around in circles. 
I'm going to find a light switch even if it does show 
the thieves a way out, too. There’s bound to be a 
switch somewhere.” His flashlight traveled up the 
wall and found a button. Immediately light blazed 
throughout the basement. 

Wooden crates with exotic labels stood all around 
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them. These were the crates that once had carried 
treasures to the castle from faraway places. 

In the next corridor, spurred on by the blazing 
light, the steps thudded desperately. Down the long 
corridor ahead Robin could see a turn in the tunnel. 
She beckoned to the others and sped toward it. She 
saw the shadowy forms disappear ahead of her and 
heard a door slam. Faster, faster she ran. When she 
came to the door she put her shoulder against it and 
pushed hard. It yielded and she was catapulted into 
a big, empty storeroom. 

In the corner, facing her defiantly, stood Ted. In 
his arms were four Chinese puppets. In back of him 
Brenda cowered, sobbing. 

Robin stood speechless. Michael, Kevin, and 
Mindy stood around her in stunned silence. 

“Ted!” Mindy gasped after a moment. 

“You, Ted?” Robin questioned, unbelieving. “Oh, 
no!” 

Brenda struggled to her feet, tears wetting her face. 
“It was not Ted!” She could hardly speak. “7 did it.” 

Her listeners gasped. 

Brenda’s voice grew determined. “You can’t think 
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it was Ted. He’d never do such a thing. He didn’t 
even know I'd done it till a few hours ago. I begged 
him to come with me so I could make one more effort 
to put the puppets back. Oh, I don’t know why I ever 
did it! I don’t know!” 

Brenda’s sobs were uncontrolled now. Ted put his 
arm across her shoulder. Robin and Mindy, eyes wide 
with disbelief, stood helpless. 

“When?” Michael asked. “How?” 

Brenda couldn’t answer. She put her arm across 
her eyes and her face against the wall. 

For several minutes there was silence in the big 
basement room, silence except for Brenda’s agonized 
sobbing. 

Then Robin said quietly, “I guess you’d better tell 
us about it, Brenda.” 

Words tumbled over one another, then, as Brenda 
told her story. 

“It was the night of the storm. I saw the puppets 
shining in the case in the library. I thought of how 
sick my father is and how much I could do to help 
him if I took the puppets and sold them.” Brenda’s 
eyes were tragic as she continued. “The puppets 
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didn’t seem to be doing anyone any good. It flashed 
through my mind that I could work hard and make 
substitutes for them. Wasn’t that terrible? You and 
Mindy, Robin, were looking in the downstairs rooms, 
I must have gone crazy. I took four puppets and ran 
down the back stairs.” 

“It was you who slammed the door on me,” Mindy 
said weakly. . 

“Yes. The lock snapped. Right away something 
snapped in my mind. I realized what an awful thing 
I'd done. Right away I wanted to put the puppets 
back. Time after time since then I’ve tried to put 
them back, but someone was always here.” 

“I still don’t understand when you could have 
taken them,” Robin said in a puzzled voice, “It 
seems like you were right with us every minute the 
night of the storm.” 

“How I wish I had been! No, I took them when I 
told you. I ran down the steps. Then someone came 
after me. I slammed the door behind me and put the 
puppets in a niche in the tunnel.” 

“Then how did you get back in the house?” 

“Out through the tunnel, then in the front door 
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when no one was in the hall. Right away—oh, how 
can you believe me! I am sorry. It’s been a horrible, 
horrible nightmare!” 

“My sister is not a thief!” Ted said, white-faced. 
“She never stole anything in her whole life. She’s 
been worried about our father. I know she took the 
puppets without thinking of anything except what 
the money for them would mean to our dad.” 

“That doesn’t excuse me!” Brenda cried. “It will 
break Daddy’s heart! Oh, I did want to help him!” 
Brenda’s sobs began again. “I did it! I did it! And 
now I'll have to tell my mother and father. I wish 
I were dead!” 

Brenda turned wildly and ran up the stairs. 

Robin, as though released from a spell, followed 
quickly after her. “We must catch her! She’s desper- 
ate! Hurry, boys! Come, Mindy!” 

They heard the heavy front door slam upstairs. 
When they opened it they could only catch a glimpse 
of Brenda’s thin legs scrambling over the rocks on 
the Point. 

“You don’t suppose she’d try to jump?” Mindy 
asked as she hurried after Robin. 
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“I don’t know what she’d try to do. There’s Ted 
now, and Michael. They'll catch her in time!” 

On a jagged cliff high above the ocean they found 
Brenda crouching. 

“T wasn’t going to jump,” she said, her voice con- 
trolled and determined. “I only wanted to be alone 
for a few minutes. It’s over now and you know I’m a 
thief.” She faltered, then seemed to gather courage. 
“Even if I’'d been able to put the puppets back in the 
case I'd have had to tell you. You mustn’t blame Ted 
for any part of it. I did it.” 

Ted moved closer to his sister. She smiled at him 
reassuringly. “Tll go right home now and tell Daddy,” 
she said. 

Grimly, then, she continued. “You'll never trust 
me again. But at least you'll have the puppets now 
for the show. Oh, Robin, what will your wonderful 
mother and father think of me when you tell them 
what I’ve done? And Mindy’s father, when he comes? 
And Sing? If I could only sink through the ground 
and never show my face again! Someone else will 
have to be narrator at tomorrow’s rehearsal, Isn’t it 
awful? Robin, will you always hate me?” 
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Robin shook her head sadly, her voice low but 
certain. “No, I won’t, Brenda. Nobody will hate you. 
We won't tell anybody anything.” 

“Well, Ill hate myself always. Your parents and 
the rest of the people will have to know, too.” 

“That is for you to decide,” Robin answered. “One 
thing is certain. You'll have to help us with the pup- 
pet show. You can’t let us down now. It’s been your 
own creation. It’s been your show from start to 
finish.” 

“Robin’s right,” Michael said. “We need you. Til 
take everyone home now.” 

It wasn’t far to Brenda and Ted’s home in the 
Valley. Hardly a word was spoken on the way. Re- 
luctantly but determinedly Brenda left the station 
wagon and walked up the flagstone path to her home. 

“We'll see you at rehearsal tomorrow, won’t we?” 
Robin called after her. 

Brenda turned. “I don’t know.” Her voice broke, 
“T just don’t know.” 
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Earty THURSDAY morning Robin and Mindy hurried 
to the castle to finish the listing. Rehearsal was to be 
at two o’clock, and they were anxious to complete 
their work by that time. 

When the girls arrived, workmen were unloading 
ladders and tarpaulins. The front door stood open 
and an array of paint buckets cluttered the hall. 

Robin and Mindy picked their way through the 
jumble into the library. 

“This old place will never look the same again,” 
Mindy said. “Why such a long face, Robin?” 
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“Because I was thinking the same thing. In spite 
of everything that’s happened, I like the old castle 
the way it is.” 

“Heavens, they aren’t going to change it that much. 
Just air it out, paint it, fix up the cracks, and give it 
a good cleaning. They'll probably change some of 
the furniture to make it look more Irish and maybe 
put in new draperies instead of those horrible red 
velvet ones.” 

“Td like that. They do have to take out some of the 
Chinese stuff the Gardineaus had, don’t they?” Robin 
paused. “Mindy, no matter how I rattle on, I can’t 
help thinking about poor Brenda and the talk she 
had to have with her father. I wonder.” 

“Me, too. Brenda’s a super person. I keep thinking 
that she would know just exactly what this place 
might need for a Moira Rafferty picture. Do you sup- 
pose that when my dad sees the work she’s done on 
the puppet play he just might—just possibly—I don’t 
even dare to think about it.” 

“Give her a chance to work for him? Glory, 
Mindy, I thought of the same thing. Cross your 
fingers! In the meantime let’s wade into this job 
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before the painters run us out.” 

Two o’clock came. The Cypress Junior-Senior 
High School grounds were a confusion of prepara- 
tions for the events of the next day. 

Inside the auditorium boys and girls, laughing and 
chattering to and fro, strung bright paper flower gar- 
lands along the walls and hung lights. The village 
florist, anxious to help a worthwhile-project, moved 
in huge redwood tubs of flowering rose trees, massing 
them around the stage. 

Under Ted’s direction, a platform had emerged 
on the stage. It was covered now with gay red and 
white curtains. Behind these curtains the puppeteers 
trained by Brenda would manipulate the strings. 

Above the confusion of hurrying feet, shouted di- 
rections, laughter and chatter, the band practiced in 
the orchestra pit. A frenzied director was trying to 
keep the instruments muted for indoor playing. When 
occasionally a horn would blare or a drum would roll 
too loudly, he would shake his head in despair. 

A chauffeur arrived from the Hunter home on 
Clearwater Cove. Under Manuela’s direction, he car- 
ried in huge Spanish pots and placed them on a long 
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wooden buffet table outside the auditorium. The next 
day the Hunter housekeeper would fill the pots with 
spaghetti and bubbling chili con carne for the picnic. 

Tables for the picnic, dozens of them, were being 
noisily set up on the spreading concrete esplanade in 
front of the school. Bikes were to be forbidden there 
the next day, and traffic was to be routed around the 
Fair. Even today police were there directing traffic, 
anxious that no accident mar the preparations. 

In front of the long, low elementary school next to 
the high school, children had gathered to rehearse the 
next day’s procession, Led by the high school band, 
the children would march from the beach, up Ocean 
Avenue to the school, after the sand-castle com- 
petition. 

Amy and Judy had been down at the beach since 
dawn putting finishing touches on their castle, which 
rose in levels painstakingly patted into shape by 
small, energetic hands. 

“I can’t bear it if they don’t win,” Robin had told 
her mother at breakfast. “They’ll be heartbroken. It 
is impressive, at least.” 

“Oh, I’m sure the girls will manage to win some- 
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thing,” her mother had said confidently. 

“At least it’s the biggest castle around,” Kevin 
had said, “How those kids ever assembled all that 
sand! I guess they'll keep working on it right up till 
judging time tomorrow.” 

Amidst all the hurry-scurry in the auditorium there 
was one quiet corner—the one where Robin, Mi- 
chael, Mindy, Kevin, and Ted waited to begin final 
rehearsal of the puppet play. Brenda had not arrived. 
Ted didn’t know why. “She and Dad and Mom had 
a long talk last night,” he told the group. “Then 
Brenda and Dad went out into the garden and talked 
some more. I went to bed before they came back in. 
She wasn’t home this morning when I left.” 

Robin walked back and forth nervously. From 
time to time she glared at the watch on her wrist, 
then looked at the door. 

“Do you think she intends to come?” she asked 
Ted anxiously. 

He shook his head, perplexed. “I don’t know. I 
thought so. But she was pretty upset last night.” 

Kevin started pacing now. “After all this work— 
if she doesn’t—” 
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“Knock it off, Kev,” Michael said. “We can pick 
up the pieces if we have to, can’t we, Robin? One 
of us can narrate. Shall we start the rehearsal?” 

“Maybe—” Just then Robin started from her chair. 
Mindy jumped up. Both ran to the door. Brenda was 
here! 

Brenda joined the four of them quickly, her eyes 
shining, cheeks flushed. “T’m terribly sorry to be late. 
There were some things I just had to do this morning. 
I took the bus over to the hospital in Monteleone.” 

“To talk to Sing? Oh, Brenda!” Robin exclaimed. 

“Yes. He had to know. He’s so wise, so under- 
standing—and just. I wouldn’t have wanted him to 
tell me to forget about the whole thing. He knew 
what I did was awful and he told me so. When I 
left he told me to always remember what Confucius 
said: ‘He who steal pebble, steal jade.’ ” 

Her listeners, a little embarrassed, offered no 
comment, 

Brenda went on. “I stopped by your house, too, 
Robin. I had to tell your mother and dad. They’ve 
been so good to Ted and me. Your mom brought 
me here.” 
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“Oh, dear!” Robin sighed. 

“I knew you'd never tell them. Or Kevin. They’ve 
been pretty special.” Her face sobered. She stood 
tall, facing her three friends and her brother deter- 
minedly. “No one in this whole world will ever see 
me do anything like that again.” 

Impulsively, Robin and Mindy put their arms 
around Brenda. 

Michael stood, head down, shuffling his feet. 

Kevin turned on his heel and waved his arm to- 
ward the stage, inviting the others to follow. “Let’s 
get the show on the road,” he called out happily. 

A cry of amazed wonder came from the watchers 
when the setting was revealed. 

It was indescribably beautiful. The Chinese garden 
glowed with small, concealed lights. Chrysanthe- 
mums blossomed everywhere. Small birds filled the 
branches of gnarled cryptomeria trees. Even a soft 
wind stirred the leaves, a perfumed wind that filled the 
auditorium with a subtle fragrance of sandalwood. 

A large, low room in the home of the father of 
Lotus Blossom and Fragrant Peace opened on the 
garden. It was decorated in muted blue, soft green, 
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and pink. Imitation tapestry hung on the walls. Sim- 
ulated teak benches and tables, skillfully shaped by 
Ted, stood here and there. Shaded lamps, artistically 
arranged, shone their mellow lights on the puppets 
as they entered. 

But the rehearsal was far from perfect. Robin and 
Mindy manipulated the puppet strings awkwardly. 
Kevin continually struck the wrong chords on his 
guitar. Michael and Ted seemed confused. 

On the platform above, Robin whispered to Min- 
dy, “Do you see who is down there, way in the back?” 

“Daddy!” Mindy exclaimed softly. “He promised 
to be here for rehearsal. Oh, Robin!” 

Robin shifted the puppet strings to one hand, 
formed a circle with her thumb and forefinger, and 
smiled. “Okay?” she asked. 

“IT hope! He may think we’re bungling the play, 
but he’ll have to like the settings. Robin, he’s getting 
up and moving nearer to the front!” 


Fair Day was bright and sunny. 

The ocean had been kind to the sand castles over- 
night. They still stood unharmed by the waves. Amy 
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and Judy won second place in the competition. It 
wasn’t what they had hoped for, but the prizes they 
received banished their disappointment: shining com- 
pact cameras. 

The procession of children from beach to school 
was wild and hilarious. Dogs frolicking at their heels, 
the children happily followed the school band toward 
the school. There they were rewarded with food and 
soft drinks, 

Every cake was sold. Every cookie disappeared. 

Handicraft booths were stripped as cash registers 
jingled. 

The auditorium was packed to capacity for the 
puppet show. This time the puppeteers performed 
flawlessly. When the curtains finally closed, there 
was great applause. The members of the committee 
were called back again and again for more applause. 
The group was elated at their success. They were 
proud to have been able to earn money for the Fair 
fund. 

Slowly the crowd thinned out as the sun crept low 
on the horizon, waving banners of gold and orange. 
Streamers of fog crept from the silver-gray ocean in 
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serpentine curls. One by one, lights went on in low, 
sprawling houses near the school. 

Fair Day for grown-ups and for happy, tired, pro- 
testing children was over. 

The weary puppeteers climbed into Michael’s sta- 
tion wagon. Brenda and Ted were dropped off at 
their home in the Valley, with a promise to meet later 
at the dance. 

In the front seat Robin whispered to Michael, 
“Wait till you see my blue organdy formal at the 
dance tonight! It’s my very first long one, Michael.” 

Michael’s freckled face glowed. “Tl bet your dress 
is pretty. Mindy has a pink one. Girls like stuff like 
that, don’t they? I don’t even know if I have a clean 
shirt. One thing I do know: Im glad the show is over. 
But it was worth it.” 


When they reached the Kane house, Mr. Kane 
called out from the patio, “I know you're stuffed with 
chili, cake, and Cokes, but here it is if you want it!” 

Robin giggled. “Daddy, 'm—glory, I think we're 
all starved. I can’t remember eating one bite, I was 
so nervous. Can you?” she asked the others. 
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They all agreed, patting their stomachs hungrily. 

It was dark when everyone gathered around the 
long redwood table. Lanterns twinkled. Smoke rose 
lazily from fragrant hickory coals. In the trees night 
birds fluttered, noisily settling into their nests. 

No ghosts this time! 

Tig, enticed by sizzling meat, rubbed his shiny 
black head against the bench, purring expectantly. 

Tramp and Ringo jumped to catch bits of raw 
beef Mr. Kane dropped to them. 

“Surprise!” someone called out of the darkness, 
and in a moment Mr. Hunter appeared on the patio. 

He glanced around the table with a smile. “T just 
had to find out what keeps my two children con- 
stantly at this house. Thanks for inviting me.” 

“Did you know that Judy and I won second place 
with our castle?” Amy asked, cuddling close under 
Mr. Hunter’s arm. 

“Of course I heard that, Sugar. Mindy and Michael 
told me. I saw your castle, too. I wish Glengary 
Castle could be half as beautiful!” 

“Oh, we know you're fooling.” Amy laughed. “We 
did the best we could, though.” 
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“T think that’s good enough for anybody,” Mindy’s 
father answered, his kind blue eyes twinkling. 

“Oh, Mr. Hunter, how did you like—” Robin 
began timidly, not wanting to interrupt. 

“You don’t need to ask him,” Mindy answered 
quickly. “Look at his face beam. Robin, he thought 
it was super! He’s enchanted with the puppets and 


the stage settings.” . 
“Oh, I wish Brenda could know about it,” Robin 
said wistfully. 


“She does! It happened, Robin!” 

Mindy glanced at her father and then answered 
the question in his eyes. “We hoped with all our 
hearts, Daddy, that you’d have some work Brenda 
could do at Glengary Castle. And you do! Robin, 
Brenda is going to work under one of Daddy’s best 
designers. She will get paid for it, too. Lots!” 

Robin sighed a prodigious sigh. “I guess there isn’t 
a thing left to wish for.” She looked around the table 
at her family, at Michael, Mindy, their father, and 
Judy. Then she pinched off a bit of her hamburger 
and fed it to Tig, who was purring at her feet. “There 
isn’t a thing left in the world to want.” 
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